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SURREY, the GRANVILLE of a former Age: | 3 


Matchleſs his Pen, Victorious was his Lance; 
Bold in the Liſts, and Graceful in the Dance: i 

In the ſame Shades the Currp's Tum his Lyre, 
Td the fame Notes of Love, and ſoft Deſire: 
Fair GERALDIN By brigh t Object of his Vow, 
Then fll'd the _— as —_— MRA now. 
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I Advertiſement by the EvitoR. © 


N order to give the Publick as correct an Edition 
as I could of theſe valuable Poems, I procured 
among my Friends Three ſeveral Editions, printed 
in the Vears 1565, 3567, and 1569, all Which 1 
found very full of Typographical Errors, but the 
moſt correct, was that of 1567, from which this 
Edition is printed, and to which, the Fo/io's number'd 
by numeral Figures in the Margin refer. When I 
had made the Edition of 1567 as correct as I could 
from the other TO; I heard of another Copy * inthe 
Bodleian Library in Oxford, among Mr. SELDeN's 
Books, wherein were many conſiderable Amend- 
ments, ſuppos'd to be made by that eminent Perſon : 
which I got collated by a learned Gentleman there. 
So that J hope it will appear 1 have given my Lord 
4 SuRREY's Poems in their Antique Dreſs, in as careful 
d4anad accurate a manner as poſſible: And if theſe ad- 
mirable SoN GES and SoNET TES, meet with a Re- 
ception equal to their Merit, they ſhall be immedi- 
* ately follow'd by the remainder, in the ſame Vo- 
lume, written by himſelf, and his intimate Friend 
Sir Tuomas Wia rr the Elder. To which will be 
' ſubjoin'd a very full and particular Account of theſe 
noble AuTwors, who have hitherto been undeſer- 
vedly deny'd the Juſtice due to their Memories. 


London, 
April 13, 171). 
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-Surreye, and the weightineſſe of the deepe wytted 


_ of the Engliſh Tong, and for 
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ä HAT to have wel written in Verſe, 


Dea, and in ſmal Parcelles, deſerveth /- 
greate Praiſe, the Woorkes of divers 
Latins, Italians, and other, doe prove 
ſufficiently, that our Tong is able in 
that kinde to do a praiſe woorthelye 
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as the reſte. The honorable Stile of the Earle of 


Syr Thomas Wyat the elders Verſe, withe ſeveral 
Graces in ſundrie good Engliſh writers, doe ſhewe 
abundantlye. It reſteth nowe (gentle Reader) that 
thou thinke it not evill done, to * to the Honour 

rote of the ſtudious 


4. 


7. | W 


|. To the READER © 
_ of Engliſh Elogaence, thoſe Woorkes whiche the un- 5% 
1 2 Borders of ſuche Treaſure have heretofore 155 
envied thee. And for this Point, (good Reader) BL 
' thine owne Profite and Pleaſure, in theſe preſentlye, 85 

' and in mo hereafter, ſhal aunſwere for my Defence. 
F perhappes ſome - myſlyke the ſtatelyneſſe of Stile re. D 

moved from the rude Skyll of common Eares ; I aske 

helpe of the learned to defende their learned Frendes, 
, , tbe Authors of theſe Woorkes. And J exhorte the un- 8 
Tearned, by readinge to learne to bee more Skyifull, and BL 
to purge that ſwynelyke groſſenes that maketh the ſwete * 
maierome not to ſmell to their delyght. | E 
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Deſcription of the reſileſſe State of a Lover, with 
ſute to his Lady, to rue on his dyinge Harte, 


hs $1 $$ HE Sunne hathtwiſe brought fourth his tender Grene, Fol. 
2 88 Twiſe cladde the Earth 2 lively luſtineſſe; 'E ” 
3 1 5 8 Once have the Winds the Trees diſpoiled clene, 
8 And once again beginnes theire cruelneſſe, : 

BE 5558 Since I hid under my Breſt the harme, 
That never ſhal recover healthfulneſſe. 0 
The Winters Hurt recover with the warme; 

The parched Grene reſtored is with ſnade; 

What warmth, alas! may ſerve for to diſarme, 

Tbe froſen Harte that mine inflame hathe made? 
What Colde againe is able to reſtore 


My freſhe Grene, which doth wither thus and fade ? 
Alas! I ſee nothing els hurt ſo ſore, 

But Time in time reduceth a return : ; 5 
In time my Heat encreaſeth more and more, 

And ſeemes to have my Cure alwaies in ſcorne: 
Straunge kindes of Death, in Lyfe that I doe frye, 
At hand to melt farre of in flame to burne; 
And like as time lift to my Cure applie, 2 

So doth eche Mace my Comfort cleane refuſe. 
Al Thing alive, that ſeeth the Heavens with eye, 
With cloke of Night may cover, and excuſe 
It ſelfe from travaile of the Dates unreſt, 

Save I, alas! againſt al others uſe, 

That then ſtyrre up the Torments of my Breſt, 
And curſe eche Starre as cauſer of my Fate: 
And when the Sunne hath eke the darke oppreft, 
And brought the Day, it doth nothing abate 
The travailes of my endleſſe ſmarte and pain; 
For then as one that hath the Light in hate, 

I wiſhe for Night more covertly to plaine, 

And me withdrawe from every Bale place, 
Leſt by my Chere my chaunce e to plaine, 
And in my Minde I meaſure pace by pace, | 

To ſeek the Place where I my ſelf had loft, 

That Day that I was tangled in the lace, 

In ſeemyng lack that knitteth ever moſt. 

But never yet the travaile of my thought, 

Of beiter State could catch a cauſe * boſt. 


8 SO N GE S 


For if I founde ſome time that I have ſought, 
Thoſe fterres by whom I truſted of the Porte, 
My Sailes do fall and J advaunce right nought ; 
At anchor faſt my Spirites doe al reſort, 

To ſtand agazed and fink in more and mote 
The deadly harme which ſhe doth take in ſport. 

Lo if I ſeke howe I doe find my ſore; ID 

And if I flee, I carry with mee ſtill, | 

The venomd ſhaft which dothe his force reſtore 

By haſt of flight, and I may plaine my fill 

Unto my ſelf, unleſſe this careful Song, 

Print in your Harte ſome parcell of my tene, 

For I, alas ! in filence all to longe, 
Of mine olde Hurt yet fele the Wounde but grene. 
Rue on my Life or els your cruel wrong 

Shall wel appeare, and by my Death be ſene. 


2 


Defeription of Spring, wherein eche Thing renewes 


” ſave onelye the Lover. 


HE ſoote Seaſons that bud and bloome fourth bringes, 
With Grene hath cladde the Hill and eke the Vale; 
The Nightingale with Fethers new ſhe finges; 
The Turtle t6,her mate hath told her tale: 
* Somer 1s come, for evety ſpray now ſpringes. 
The Hart hath hong his old Head on the pale ; 
The Buck in Boak his Winter Coat he flings ; 
The Fiſhes flete withe newe repaired ſcale ; - 
The Adder al her ſlough away ſhe flinges ; 
The ſwift Swallow purſueth the Flies'ſmal ; | 
The buſy Bee her Hony now ſhe minges ; Y 
Winter 1s worne that was the Flowers bale. 
And thus I ſee among theſe pleaſant Thinges, 
Eche Care decayes, and yet: my Sorowe ſpring N 


CFF 


. Deſcription of the reſtleſſe Eſtate of 2 Lover. 


HEN Youth had led me halfe the Race Fol. III. 
That Cupides Scourge had made me runne: 
IL loked backe to meete the Place, | 
From whence my wery Courſe begunne. © 
And then I ſawe howe my deſire, 
Miſguiding me, had led the waye ; 


Mine 
i 
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Mine eyen to gredy of their hire, | | 8 
Had made me loſe a better pray. DI RI 
For when in Sighes I ſpent the Day, | 
2 And could not cloke my Grief with game, 
The boyling Smoke did ſtill bewraye 
The preſent Heate of ſecret Flame. 
And when falt Teares doe bayne my Breſt, 
Where Love his pleaſant traines hath ſowen : 
Her Beautye fink the Fruites oppreſty | 
Ere that the Buddes were ſprong and blowne. 
And when myne eyen did ſtill purfue 
The flying Chace of theire requeſt; | 
Theire gredy lokes did oft renewe 
The hidden Wound within my Breſt. 
When every loke theſe Cheekes might ſtain, 
From deadly pale to glowing red, 5 
By outward Signes appeared plaine, 
To her for Help my Hart was fled. 
But al to late Love learneth mee 
To paint al kynde of Colours ne we: | | Ee 0 
To blind their Eies that els ſhoulde ſee, 
My ſpeckled Cheekes with Cupides he w. 
And now the covert Breſt, I clame, 
That worſhipt Cpide ſecretlye, : 
And nouriſhed his ſacred Flame, 
From whence no blaſinge Sparkes do flye, 
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Deſcription of the fickle Aﬀeccions, Panges, and 
Sleightes of Love. apt 


8 wayward Wayes hath Love, that moſt part in diſcord, 

Our Willes do ſtand, wherby our Hartes but ſeldom do accord. 

Deceite is his Delight, and to beguile and mock, . 

The ſimple Hartes, whom he doth ſtrike with frowarde divers ſtyoke. 
He cauſeth th' one to rage with golden burning darte, | 


And doth alay with leaden Colde againe the others Harte. 


Whote gleames of burning Fire, and eaſy ſparks of Flames, 
In balance of unegall weight he pondereth by ame. | 
From eaſy Ford where I might wade and pas full well, 
He me withdrawes, and doth me drive into a depe darke Hell. 
And me witholdes where I am calde and offred Place, 
And willes me that my mortall Foe I doe beſeke ot Grace. 

He lettes me to purſue a Conqueſt welnere wonne, | 
To followe where my Paines were loſte, ere that my ſute begonne, _ 
So by this Meanes, I knew how ſoon a Harte may turne, 8 
From Warre to Peace, from Truce to Strife, and ſo againe returnne. 5 

| B 2 | 
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1 know howe to content my ſelfe in others Luſt, 
Of little ſtuff unto my ſelf to weave a Webbe of truſt. 
And how to hide my Harmes with ſoft diſſembling there, 
Whan in my Face the painted Thoughtes would outwardly appeare. 
I know how that the Bloud forſakes the Face for dred, 
And how by ſhame it ftaines againe the Chekes with flaming red. 
Iknow under the Grene the Serpent howe he lurkes: | 
The Hammer of the reſtleſſe Forge, I wote eke how ir workes. 
I know, and can by roate, the Tale that I would tell, 
But oft the Woords come fourth awry of him that loveth wel. 
* I knowe in Heate and Colde, the Lover, how he ſhakes ; 
In finging how he doth complaine, in ſleping how he wakes. 
To languiſh without ache, ſickleſſe for to conſume, 
A Thouſand Things for to deviſe, reſolving of his fume. 
And though he liſt to ſee his Ladies Grace full ſore, 
Such Pleaſure as delight his Eye, do not his Health reſtore. 
I know to ſeke the tracte uf my defired Foe, * 
And feare to finde that I do ſeke, but chiefely this I knowe, 
That Lovers muſt transfourme into the Thing beloved, 
And live (alas! who would believe?) with Sprite from Life removed. 
I know in harty Sighes and Laughters of the ſplene, 
At once to chaunge my State, my Wil, and eke my Colour clene ; 
I knaw how to deceive my ſelfe with others help, 
And how the Lyon chaſtiſed is by beating of the whelpe. 
In ſtanding nere the Fire, I know how that I freeſe ; 
Farre of I burn, in both I waſt, and ſo my Life Ileeſe. | 
I know how Love doth rage upon a yielding Minde, Fol. IV. 
How ſmal a Net may take and maſe a Harte of gentle kinde. 
Or elſe with ſeloome ſwere to ſeaſon heapes of Gall, 
| Revived with a glimſe of Grace old Sorrowes to let fall. 
The hidden Traines I know, and ſecrete Snares of Love, 
How ſoone a loke will print a Thought, that never may remove. 
The ſupper State I know, the ſodaine turnes from Wealth, 
The doubttull Hope, the certeine Woe, and ſure diſperced Health. 
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Complaint of a Lover, that defied Love, and was by 
Love after the more tormented. 
HEN Somer toke in Hande the Winter to affaile, 


| With force of Might, and Vertue great, his ſtormy blaſtes to 


And when he clothed faire the Earth about with Grene, (quail ; 
And every Tree new garmented, that Pleaſure was to lene, 
Mine Harte gan new revive, and changed Blood did ſturre 
Me to withdrawe my Winter Woes, that kept within the durre. 
Abrode, quod my deſire, aſſay to ſet thy fote, 
Where thou Malt finde the Savour ſwete, for ſprong is every rote; 


And 


— 
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And to thy Health, if thou were ſicke in any Caſe, 
Nothing more good, than in the Spring the Aire to fele a Place: 
There ſhalt thou heare and ſee all kinde of Birdes ywrought, — 
Well Tune their Voice with warble ſmall, as Nature hath them tought. 
Thus pricked me my Luft the ſluggiſh Houſe to leave, 
And for my Health I thought it beſt ſuch Counſel to receave. 
So on 2 Morow fourth, unwiſt any wight, | 
I went to 2 how well it would my heavy Burden light: 
And when I felt the Aire fo pleaſant round about, | 
Lorde, to my ſelf how glad I was that I had gotten out. 
There might I ſee how Ver had every Bloſome bent, 
And eke the new betrothed Birdes ycoupled how they went; 
And in their Songes methought th 3 Nature much, 
That by her Lycence all that yere to Love their happe was ſuch. 
Right as they could deviſe to choſe them feres throughout, 
With much rejoiſing to their Lorde thus flew they all doe : 
Which when I gan reſolve, and in my Head conceave, 
What pleaſant Life, what heapes of Joy theſe little Birdes receave. 
And ſaw in what Eftate I wery Man was wrought, | 
By want of that they had at wil and I reje@ ar nought. 
Lorde how I gan in Wrath unwiſely me demean, 
I curſed Love, and him defied: I thought to turne the Streame. | 
But when I wel beheld he had me under awe, | | 
I asked Mercy for my fault that fo tranſgreſt his Law. 1 
Thou blinded God, quod I, forgeve me this Offence, 
Unwittingly I went about to Malice thy pretence. * 
„ Wher with he gave a becke and thus methought he ſwore, 
Thy Sorow ought ſuffice to purge thy fault if it were more. 
The Vertue of which ſound myne Harte did fo revive, 
That I me thought, was made as hoale as any Man alive. _— 
Rut here I may perceive myne Error al and fome, | 
For that I thought that fo it was, yet was it ſtill undone. 
And all that was no more but myne expreſſed mynd, 
That faine would have ſome good reliefe, of Cupide well aſſinde. 
I turned home forthwith, and might perceive it wel, 
7 That he agreved was right ſore with me for my rebel. 
1 My Harmes have ever ſince encreaſed more and more, 
And I remaine without his help, undone for ever more. 
y A Mirror let me be unto ye Lovers all, | 
| Strive not with Love, for if ye do it will ye this befale, 
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| . Complaint of a Lover rebuked, ; 
T OVE that liveth and raineth in my Thought, | | | 
| That built his Seat within my captive Breſt; | * 
Clad in the Armes wherein with me he fought, gy 

5, Oft in my Face he doth his Banner reft. | - 
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SON GES 
She that me thought to Love, and ſuffer Paine, 


My doutfull hope and eke my hote deſire, 
With ſhamefaſt cloke to ſhadow and reſtraine 


nd covered Love then to the Harte apace 


hoc ſmiling Grace converteth ſtraight to ire. 
A 


* Taketh his flight, whereas he lurkes and plaines 


8 5 85 . W. . 88 88 8888888885858. 
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His Purpoſe loſt, and dare not ſhew his Face, 
For my Lordes gilt thus faultleſſe bide I paines : 
Yet from my Lorde ſhal not my Fote remove, 
Swete is his Death that takes his end by Love. 


Complaint of the Lover diſdained. 


N Ciprus Springes, whereas Venus d welt, . V. 
I A Well 3 that who ſo na the ſame, | 
Were he of Stone, as chawed yſe ſhould melt, 

And kindled finde his Breſt with fixed Flame, 

Whoſe moiſt Poiſon diſſolved hath my hate ; 

This creping Fire my colde Lims ſo oppreſt, 

That in the Harte that harborde Fredome late, 

Endles Diſpaire long Thraldome hath impreſt. 

An other 4 cold in froſen yſe is founde, | 

Whoſe chilling Venome of repugnant kinde 

The fervent Heat doth quenche of Cupides Wounde, 7 

And with the ſpot change infectes che Mind; | 
Whereof my deere hath taſted to my paine, 

My Service thus is growne into diſdaine. 
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Deſcription and Praiſe of his Love Geraldine. 


N 


Fase Tuſcane came my Ladies worthy Race”; 

Fair Florence was ſometime her auncient Seat; 

The Weſtern yle, whoſe pleaſant ſhore doth face 

Wilde Cambers Clifs, did give her lively Heart. 

Foſter d the was with Milke of Iriſpe Breſt ; 

Her Sire an Erle, her Dame of Princes Bloud ; 

From tender Yeres in Brittaine ſhe dath reſt, 

With Kinges Child, where ſhe taſteth coftly Foode. 

Honſdon did firſt preſent her to myne eyen. 7? 

Bright is hex hewe, and Geraldine ſhe hight, 

Hampton me taught to withe her firſt for myne, 

And Windſor, alas! doth chaſe me from her fight, 
Her 
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N 1 | 
& Complaint by Night of the Lover not heloved. 


and SONETTES. 7 
Hier Beauty of kind, her Vertues from above, | 
- Happy is he that can obtaine her Love. 


The Frailtie and Hurtfulneſſe of Beautye. 


RITTLE Beauty that Nature made ſo fraile, 

B Wheręof the Gift is ſmall and ſhort the Seaſon, 
owring\to Day, to Morowe apt to faile, 

Tickle Treaſure abhorred of Reaſon. 
Daungerous to deale with, vain, - of none availe ; 
Coftly in keping, paſt not worth two peaſon ; 
Slipper in ſliding as is an Eles Taile, 
Harde to attaine, once gotten not geaſon. 
Jewel of Jeoperdy that Peril doth aſſaile, 
Falſe and untrue, enticed oft to Treaſon, 
Enemy to Youth, that moſt may I bewaile, . 
Ah! bitter, ſwete, infecting as the Poiſon: | 
Thou fareſt as Fruit that with the Froſt is taken, | 
To Day redy ripe, to Morow al to ſhaken” | 


. 


L AS! ſo al Thinges nowe doe hold their Peace, 
Heven and Earth diſturbed in nothing; | 
The Beſtes, the Aire, the Birdes their Song do ceale, 
The Nightes chare the Starres about do bring. 
Calme is the Sea, the Waves worke leſſe and leſſe, 
So am not I, whom Love, alas! doth wring, 
Bringing before my Face the great encreaſe 
Of my Deſires, whereat I wepe and ing, 
In Joy and Wo, as in a doutful caſe: 
For my ſwete Thoughtes, ſometime, doe Pleaſure bring, 
But by and by the cauſe of my Diſeaſe, 2 
Gives me a Pang that inwardly doth ſting, 
When that I think what Griefe it is againe, 
To live and lacke the Thing ſhould ridde my Paine, 


How 
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SONGES 


How eche Thing, ſave the Lover, in Spring reviveth 0 


- 


* 


Set me in hye, or yet in lowe * 
D 


to Pleaſure. © 


HEN Windſor Walles ſuſteined my wearied Arme, 
My Hand, my Chin, to eaſe my reſtleſſe Hed, 


The pleaſant Plot reveſted Grene, with warme 
The bloſſomed Bowes with luſty Ver yſpred ; 
The flowred Meades, the wedded Byrdes ſo late 
Myne Eyes diſcover, and to my Mind reforte 
The joly Woes, the hateleſſe ſhorte debate, 

The rakehell Life that longs to Loves diſporte, 
Wherewith (alas!) the heavy Charge of Care 


—— 


ey 


Heapt in my Breſt, breakes fourth againſt my will, 


In ſmoky Sighes that overcaft the Ayre ; 
My vapor'd Eyes ſuch dreary Teares diſtill, 

The tender Spring which quicken where "| fall, 
And I halfe bent to throwe me downe withall. 


_ eA Vow to love faithfullye howſoever he be rewarded. 


Pol. VI. 


S* T (a) me whereas the Sunne doth parche the Grene, 


Or where his Beames do not diſſolve the yſe; 
In temperate Heate where he is felt and ſene, 
In Preſence preſt of People madde or wyſe. 


In longeſt Night, or in the ſhorteft Day, 

In cleareſt Skye, or where Cloudes thickeft be, 
In lufty Youth, or when my Heares are graye. 
Set me in Heven, in Earth, or els in Hell, 

In Hill or Dale, or in the foming Floode, 
Thrall, or at large, alyve, where fo I dwell, 
Sicke or in Helth, in evil Fame or good, 

Hers wil I bee, and onely with this t 
Content my ſelfe, although my cha 
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(a) Od. Horat. XXII. Lib. 1. 
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Complaint that his Ladie after ſhe knew of his Love, 
kept her Face alwaye hidden from him,  - CC. 


_ I Neves ſawe my Lady laye apart | 
Her Cornet blacke, in colde, nor yet-in heat, 5 
Sith firſt ſhe knew my Grief was growne ſo great 
Which others fanſies driveth from my Harte, 
: That to my felf I do the Thought reſerve ; 
The which unwares did wound my woful Breſt, 
But on her Face myne Eies mought never reſt. 
Yet fince ſhe knew I did her love and ſerye, 
Fer golden Treſſes cladde alway with blacke, 
Her ſmiling Lookes that had thus evermore, 
| And that reftraines which I deſire ſo fore : 
þ So doth this Cornet govern mee alacke, 
In Somer Sunne, in Winters Breath, a Froſt, 
Whereby the light of her fair Lookes I loft, 


e eee 
- | Requeſt to his Love to jaune Bounty with Beautye, - 
| 1 "= pom Gift that Nature did thee geve, 


ſten Frendes, and feede them at᷑ thy wWyll. 
th Fourme and Favour taught me to beleve, g 

How thou art made to ſhewe her greateſt skill. 
Whoſe bydden Vertues are not ſo unknowen, 

But lively Dames might gather at the firſt, 

Where Beautye ſo her perfect Seede hath 

Al other Graces followe nedes there muſt.ʃ 
Nowe certeſſe Ladye, ſince al thig4s true, 
That from above thy Giftes are thus ele&, 

Doe not deface "Wn then with Fanſies newe. 

Y 


| Nor chaunge of Mindes let not the Mynde mfeGe, ; 
But Mercy him thy Frende, that doth thee ſerve, . | 
Who ſekes alway thine Honour to preſerve. 5 
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Priſoner in Windſor, here counteth his Pleaſure 
J there paſſed. | 


O cruell Priſon how could betide, alas! IE 
As proude Windſor, where I Luſt and Joye, 1h 
With a Kinges Sonne, my childiſh Yeres did pas, 
In greater Feaſt than Priam's Sonnes of Troye. 
Where eche ſwete Place returnes a taſt full ſower, 
The large grene Courtes where we were wont to hove, fol. VII. 
With Eyes caſt up into the Maidens tower, | 
And eaſy Sighes, ſuch as Folke drawe in Love. 
The ſtately Seates, the Ladies bright of hewe ; 
The Daunces ſhort, long Tales of greate delighte, 
With Words and Lookes, that Tigers could but rew, 
Where eche of us did pleade the others right. 
The plaine playe, where, diſpoyled for the Game, 
With dazed Eies, oft we by gleames of Love, 
Have miſt the Ball, and got ſight of our Dame, 
al To bayte her Eies, which kepes the Leades above. 
The gravell Ground with Sleves tyed on the helme F 
On foming Horſe, with Swordes and friendly Hartes, ö 
f With Cheare as 275 one ſhould another whelme, | 
5 Where we have fought, and chaſed oft with Darts. 
With Silver Droppes the Meade yet ſpread for ruthe, 
| 2 Games of Nimbleneſſe and Strength, 
here we did ſtraine, trained with ſwarmes of Youth, 
Our tender Lymmes, that yet ſhot up in length. 
The ſecret Groves which oft we bs, reſounde, 
Of pleaſaunt plaint, and of our Ladies praiſe, | 1 
Recording of what Grace cche one 3 founde, F 
What Hope of ſpeade, what dread of long delayes. | 
The wilde Foreft, the clothed holtes with Grene, | 
With Raines avayled, and ſwifty breathed Horſe, 
With crye of Hound, and mery blaſtes betwene, 
Where we did chaſe the fearefull Harte of Force. 
The wide Vales eke, that harborde us eche Nighte, 
Wherewith (alas!) reviveth in my Breſt, Wo. + 
The ſwete accorde, ſuch Slepes as yerdelighte © | f 
The pleaſaunt Dreames, the quiet Bed of reſt. „„ 
The ſecret Thoughtes imparted with ſuch Truſt, 3 
The wanton Talke, the divers chaunge of Playe, 1 
The Frindſhip ſworne, echte Promiſe Cog ſo juſt, 
Where with we paſt the Winter Night awaye. 
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And with this Thought the Bloud forſakes the Face, 
The Teares berayne my Cheekes of deadly hew, *© 
The which as ſoone as ſobbyng Sighes (alas!) 
Upſupped have, thus I my plaint renewe; 

O! Place of Bliſſe, renuer of my Woes, 

Give me accompt, where is my noble fere, 

Whom in this Walles thou doeſt eche Night encloſe, 
To other leeſe, but unto me moſte deare. + | 
Eche (alas!) that doth my Sorowe rewe, 

Retorns thereto a hollow ſounde of plaint ; 
Thus I alone, where al my Freedome'grewe, 

In Priſon pine with Bondage and Reftraint : 
And with remembrance of the greater Griefe, © 
To baniſh the leſſe I finde my chiefe Reliefe. 


” 


KALKSSSS KAN SASSKS K 
The Lover comforteth himſelfe with the Worthineſs 


of his Love. 


W HEN raging Love with extreme Paine, 
Moſt cruelly diſtraines my Harte, 
Whemthat my Teares as Floudes of Rayne, 
Beare Witneſſe of my woſull Smarte. 
When Sighes hath waſted ſo my Breath, 
That IL lye at the point of Death, | 
I call to mynde the navye greate, 5 6 
That the Greetes brought to Troye Towne; 
And how the boiſterous Winds did beate 
Their Shippes, and rent their Sailes ne. > 
Til Agamemnon's Daughter's Bloude, / | 
Appeaſed the Goddes that them withſtoode. 
And how that in thoſe ten Yeres Warre 
Full many a bloudy Deede was done; 
And many a Lord that came full farre, 
There caught his Bane (alas!) to ſoone; 
And many a good Knight overcome, 
Before the Greekes had Helene wone. 
Then thinke I thus, ſith ſuch repaire, 
So long time Warre of valiant Men, 

Vas al to wine a Ladie faire, 
Shall I not learne to ſuffer then, : ' 
And think my Time well ſpente to bee, 

Serving a worthier wight then be? 
Therefore I never will repente, 
But Paines.ebntented ſtill endure, | 
For like as when roughe Winter ſpente, 
x Thepleaſant Spring * draweth in ure: 30 
0 — * £ | 
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Y FE bo afier wing Stormes of fare, Pol. VIII. 
; Joyfull at length may be my Care, 


S rd ee ut ebuſuepyeſy eſo verde leſſee eeeeſs = 
' Complaint of the Abſence of her Lover being upon 


= the Seas.” 


i appy Damss that may embrace | jy | 0 5 
= - | | () The Frute — Delight, | | F 


= | Help to bewaile the woful Caſe, | 
| And eke the heavye plight, | . | 
Of me that wonted to rejoice _ 8 Mo. 
The Fortune of my pleaſant choice: : | 
Good Ladies help to fill my mourning Voice. . El 
In Shippe freight with remembraunce 3 
Of Thoughtes and Pleaſures paſt, | Moo 
He Sailes that hath in 1 | 
| My Life while it will laft. 
6 EP With ſcalding Sighes for lacke of gale, 
Furdering his Hope, that is his Saile, 
Toward me, the {wete Port of his availe. 
Alas! how oft in Dreames I ſee 
Thoſe Eies that were my Foode, 
Which ſome Time ſo delighted me, 
That yet theye doe me good : 
Wherwith I wake with his returne, N 
Whoſe abſent Flame did make me burne, | 
But when I find that lacke, lorde how I mourne ? . L I 
When other Lovers in Armes a croſſe, : ; 
Rejoice their chiefe delight, | | 8 
Drowned in Teares to mourne my Loſſe, ä 
I ſtand the bitter Night I 
In my Window, where I may ſee | N 
Before the Windes, how the Cloudes flee ; | | | 
Lo; what a Mariner Love hath made me. | 
And in grene Waves when the falt Flood, | | 
Doth riſe by rage of Winde, ; 
A Thouſang Fanſies in that mood, | | 
Aſſayle my reſtleſſe Mynde. | 
Alas! now drencheth my ſwet ſo, _ 
That with the Spoile of my Harte did go, 
And left me (but alas!) Why did he ſo ? 
And when the Seas waxe calme agaune, 
To chace from me annoye, RO | i 
My doubtful Hope doth cauſe me plaine, l 
So dread — Joye. 3 
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Thus | 
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Thus is my Wealth mingled with Woe, 
And of eche Thongs doubt dotn growe, 


Now he comes, w1 | by come ? alas! no, no. 


EOS EOS G Cb CD 
injuſt miſtaking of his Writing. 


IN Winters juſt returne, when Boreas gan his raygne, 
] And every Tree unclothed faft, as Nature taught them playne, 
In miſty Morninge darke, as Shepe are then in holde, 


Complaint of p dyin Lover, refuſed upon bis Ladies. 


I hyed me faſt, it ſat me on, my Shede for to unfolde. 


And as it is a Thing that Lovers have by fittes, 
Under a Palme J hearde one crye, as he had loſt his wittes. 
Whoſe Voice did ring fo ſhrill in uttringe of his plaint, 
That I amazed was to heare, how Love could him attainr. 
Ah wretched Man, quod he, come Death and rid this Wo: 


A ns Reward. a happie End, if it may chaunce thee fo. 


hy Pleaſures paſt wrought thy Wo, without redreſſe, 


If thou hadſt never felt no Joye, thy ſmatt had been the leſſe. 


And rechleſſe of his Life, he gan both ſigh and grone, 
A ruful Thing me thought it was, to heare him make ſuch mone. 
Thou curſed Pen, faith he, wo worth the Birde thee bare, 
The Mann, the Knife, and all that made thee, wo be to their ſhare. 
Wo worth the Tyme and Place, where I ſo could endite ; 
And wo be it yet once again, the Pen that ſo can write. 
Unhappie Hande, 1t had been happy Time for me, 
If when to write thou learned firſt, unjointed hadſt thou be. 
Thus curſed he himſelfe, and every other wight, 


Save her alone whom Love him bound to ſerve both Day and Night: 


Which when I heard and ſawe, how he himſelf forbyd, 
Againſt the Ground with bloudy ftrokes, himſelt even there to rid; 
Had been my Harte of Flint, it muſt have melted, tho' 
For in my Life I never ſawe a Man ſo full of Wo. Fol. IX. 
With Tears for his Redrefle, I raſhly to him ran, 
And in my Arms I caught him faſt, and thus I ſpake him than. 
What woful wight art thou, that in ſuch heavy Caſe, 
Torments thy ſelf with ſuch deſpight, here in this deſart Place? 
Wherewith, as all agaſt, fultilde with yre and dread, 
He caſt ou me a ſtaring loke, with colour pale and dead. 
Nay, what art thou (quod he) that in this heavy plight, 
Doft find me here, moſt woful Wretch, that Life hath in deſpight 2 
I am (quod I) but poore, and ſimple in degree, 
A Shepheards Charge I have in hand, unworthy tho' I be. 
With that he gave a Sighe as though the Skye ſhould fall, 
And loude (alas!) he ſhryked oft, and Shepheard gan he call. 


Come 


8 


14 SON GES | 
Come hye thee faſt at once, and print it in thy Harte, 
So thou ſhal know, and I ſhal tell the giltleſſe how I ſmart. 
His Backe againſt the Tree, fore feebled all with faint, 
With wery ſprite he ſtretcht him up, and thus he told his plaint. 
Once in my Harte; (quod he) it chaunced me-to Love 
Such one, in whom hath Nature wrought, her cunning for to prove. 
'And ſure I cannot 77 but many Veres were ſpent, A 
With ſach good Will ſo recompenſt, as both we were content. 
Wheteto then I me bounde, and ſhe likewiſe alſo, 
The Sunne ſhould runne his Courſe awry e'er we this Faith forgo. 
Who joyed then but I? who had this Worldes bliſſe ? | 
Who might compare a Life to myne, that never thought on this? 
But dwellinge in this Truth, amid my RT Rey, | 
Is me befallen a ou Lofle then Priam had of Troy. 
She is reverſed clene, and beareth me in hande, | 
That my Deſerts have geven cauſe to breke this faithful band. 
And for my juſt Excuſe availeth no Defence, | 
Now knoweſt thou all, Lcan no more, but Shepheard hye the hence ; 
And geve him leave to dye, that may no longer live, | 
Whoſe Record, lo, I claime to have, my Death I do forgeve. 
And eke, when I am gone, be bolde to ſpeake it plain, 
Thou haſt ſeen dye the trueſt Man that ever Love did paine. 
"  Wherwith he turn d him rounde, and gaſping oft for Breath, 
Into his Armes a Tree he caught, and ſaid, welcome my Death : 
Welcome a thouſand fold, now dearer unto me, 
Than ſhould without her Love to live, an Emperour to be. 
Thus in this woful State he yelded up the goſt, Zh 
And little knoweth his Lady, what a Lover the hath loft. 
© Whoſe Death when I beheld, no marvel was it right, 
For pitie though my Harte did bleede, to ſee fo petious fight. 
My Bloud from heat to cold oft changed wonders ſore, 
A thouſand Troubles there I found I never knew before. 
T wene dread and dolour, ſo my Sprites were brought in feare, 
That long it was ere I could call to mynde, what I did there. 
But as eche Thing hath ende, fo had theſe Pains of mine, 
The Furies paſt, and I my Wittes reſtor d by length of time. 
I ̃h hen as T could deviſe, to ſeek I thought it bet, t,, 
Where I might find ſome worthy Place, for ſuch a Corps to reft, 
And in my Mynde it came, from thence not far away, 
Where Creſides Love, King Priam's Son, the worthy Troylus lay. 
Buy him I made his Tomb, in token he was true, | 
And as to him belongeth well, I cover'd it with blewe. 
Whoſe Soule by Angels Power, departed not ſo ſoone, 
But to the Hevens, lo it fled, for to receive his Doome. 
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C omplaint of the eAbſence of her Lover being upon 
DE l e 


OOD Ladies, ye that have your Pleaſures in exile, 88 
Step in your Foote, come, take a Place, and morne with me a while, 

And ſuch as by their Lordes do ſet but little price, 

Let them ſit ſtil, it skiles them not what chaunce come on the Dice. 
But ye whome Love hath bound by order e | 

To love your Lords, whoſe good Deſerts none other would require: 
Come ye yet once againe, and ſet your Foote by myne, 

Whoſe woful Plight and Sorrows great no Tong may well define. 
My Love, and Lord, alas; in whome conſiſts my Welth, 

Hath Fortune ſent to paſſe the Seas in hazard of his Helthe: 
Whome I was wont t'embrace with well contented Mynde, 

Is now amid the foming Floodes at pleafure of the Winde, 

Where God will him pteſerve, and fone him home me ſende, 

Without which Hope, my Life (alas!) were ſhortly at an ende. 
Whoſe Abfence yet although, my Hope doth tell me plains, 

With ſhort returne he comes anone, yet ceaſeth not my Paine. - 

The fearful Dreames J have, oft times do greve me ſo, 

That when I wake I lye in doubte where they be true or no. 
Sometime the roaring Seas, me ſeme do grow ſo hye, 

That my deare Lorde, ay me alas! methinkes I fee him dye. 
Another Time the ſame doth tell me he is come, 

And playing, where I ſhall him finde with his faire little Sonne. Fol. X. 
So forth I goe apace to ſee that lefeſome fight, | 

And with a Kyſſe, methinke I ſaye, welcome my Lorde, my Knight, 
Welcome my Swete, alas ! the ſtay of my Welfare, ; 

Thy Preſence bringeth forth a Truce atwixt me and my care. | 
Then lively doth he looke, and ſalveth me again, j 
And ſaith, my Deare, how is it now? that you have al this Paine; 

Wherewith the heavy Cares, that heapte are in my Breſt, 
Breake forth, and me diſcharged clene of all my huge unreſt. 
But when I me awake, and finde it but a dreame, 
Ihe anguiſhe of my former Wo beginneth more extreame. 
And me tormenteth ſo, that on Earth may I finde, 
Some hidden Place, wherein to ſlacke the knawing of my Mynde, 
Thus every Way you ſee, with Abſence how I burne, . 
And for my Wound no Cure I finde, but hope of good returnez ' 
Save when I thinke, by Sowre how Swete is felt the more, 
It doth abate ſome of my Paines, that I abode before, 
And then unto my ſelf I ſaye, when we ſhal mete, 
* little while ſhal ſeme this Paine, the Joy ſhall be ſo ſwete. 
Ye Windes I you conjure in chiefeſt of your Rage, | 
That yes my Lorde do ſafely ſend, my Sorrowes to affwage ; 
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= 8 And that I may not Jong abyde in this Exceſſe, 
Do your good will to cure a wight that liveth in Diſtreſſe. 
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t our Boaſtes and B in vayne, 
My Ladies — h aſſeth more, N watt 

The. beſt of yours, I dare well ſayne, 
Than doth the Sunne the Candle light, 

Or brighteſt Day the darkeſt Night. 

And there to hath a troth as juſt, 

As had Penelope the faire, b 

For what ſhe ſaith ye may it truſt, 

As it by Writing ſealed were, 
And Vertnes hath ſhe many moe, 

Than I with Pen have skill to ſhewe, 

I coulde reherſe, if that I woulde, 

The whole Effect of Natures plaint, | 
- When ſhe had loft the perfitte Moalde. 
The like to whom fhe could not 3 
With wringing Handes howe ſhe did crye, 
And what the ſayd, I know it, I. N 

Iknowe ſhe ſwore with raging Mynde, 
Her Kingdome onely ſet aparr, 
There was no lofle by lawe of kynde, 


That coulde have gone ſo nere her Harte; 

And this was chiefly all her payne, 

She coulde not make the Iyke agayne. 
Sith Nature thus gave her the Prayſe, 

To be the chiefeſt Worke ſhe wrought, 

In faith me thinke ſome better wayes 
On your behalfe might well be ſought, 
Then to compare (as ye have done) 

To mache ae Candle with the Sunne. 


A Praiſe of bis Love, wherein be reproveth them 
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eee 
To the Ladie that ckorned her Lover. h 


Lthough I had a Cheke, 

To geve the Mate is harde, 
Led, have founde a __ ; 

o kepe my Men in 9 

| "And you that — are 

To geve ſo great aſſaye 

Unto a Man of Warre 

To dryve his Men _ : 

I rede you take good hede, 
And marke this fooliſh Verſe, 
For I will ſo provyde 
That I will have your ferce. 

And when your Ferce is had, 
And all your Warre is done, 
'Then ſhall your ſelfe be glad 
To end that you begonne. 

For if by chaunce I winne 
Your Perſone in the Fielde, . 
To late then come you in, 

' Your ſelfe to me to yelde. 
For I will uſe my Power, 
As Captayn full of Might, 
And ſuch I will devoure 
As uſe to ſhew me ſpight. 
And for becauſe you gave 
Me checke in your Degree, 

This Vantage loe I have, 
Now checke, and garde to thee, 

Defend it if thou may 
Stand ſtifle in thyne Eſtate, 

For ſure I will aflay, ; 

If I can geve the Mate. | i Cn 
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A Warning to the Lover how he is abuſed by his Love: 
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r dearly had I bought my grene and youthfull Yeres, 
If in 4 e Age I could not fynd when Craft for Love apperes, 
And ſeldome though I come in Court among the reſt, — | 
Yet can I judge in Colours dymme, as deep as can the beſt. 
Where griefe tormentes the Man that ſuffereth ſeeret Smart, 
To break 1t forth unto ſome Frende it eaſeth well the Harte: 
So ſtandes it now with me for my beloved Frende, | 
This Caſe is thyne, for whom I feele ſuch Torment of my Mynde, 
And for thy ſake I burne ſo in my ſecret Breſt 0 
That tyll thou know my whole Diſeaſe, my Harte can have no Reſt. 
I ſee how thyne Abuſe hath wreſted fo thy Wittes, 5 
That all it yeldes to thy Deſyre, and followes thee by Fittes. 
Where thou haft lov'd ſo long with Harte, and all thy Power. 
I ſee thee fed with fayned Wordes thy Fredome to devower, 
I know (though ſhe ſay nay, and would it well withſtande) 
When in her Grace thou yeldeſt the moſte, ſhe bare the but in Hand. 
I ſee her pleaſant Chere in chiefeſt of thy Suite, 
When thou art gone I ſee him come, that gathers up the Fruite. 
And eke in thy reſpe& I ſee the baſe | | | 
Of him to whom ſhe gave the Harte that promiſed was to thee. 
I ſee (what would you more) ſtode never Man fo ſure 
On Womans Woord, but Wiſdome would miſtruſt it to endure. 
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The forſaken Lover deſcribeth and forſaketh Love. | 


Lothſome Place where I 
Faye ſeene and heard my Dere, . 

When in my Harte her Eye , 
Hath made her Thought appeare 
By glinſing with ſach Grace 
As Fortune it ne would, a 
That laſten any ſpace . 
Between us longer ſhould. 

As Fortune did auance, | | 
To further my Deſire, 8 
Even ſo hath Fortupes Chaunce 
Throwen all amids the Mire: 


And 
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And that I have deſerved | x 
With true and faithful Harte, 
As to his Hands reſerved, 
That never felt the Smart. 
But happy is that Man 
That ſcaped hath the Griefe 
That Love well teach him can 
By wanting his Reliefe : 
A Scourge to quiet Myndes 
It is who taketh hede, 
A common Plague that byndes, 
A Travell without mede. 
Ibis Gift it hath alſo, 
Who ſo enjoyes it moſte, 
A thouſand Troubles growe 
To vex his weried Ghoſt, | . 
And laſt it may not long 
The trueſt thing of all, 
And ſure the greateſt Wrong 
That is within this Thrall. | 
But ſynce, thou deſert Place, 
Canſt geve me no accompt! 
Of my deſired Grace, 
That J to have was wont; 
Farewell, thou haſt me taught : 
To thinke me not the furſt Fol. XII» 
That Love hath ſet aloft, 
And caſten in the Duſt. 5 


S 88 


The Lover deſcribes his reftleſſe State. 


$ oft as I behold and ſee \ 0 
The ſoveraigne Beauty that me bound, 


The nier my Comfort is to me, 


Alas ! the freſher is my Wound, 
As Flame doth quench by of Fyre, c 


And running Streames conſumed by Rayne : 


So doth the ſight that I deſire, 
Appeaſe my Grief and dedly Payne. 
Firſt wen I ſawe thoſe ena Youſe 


Whoſe Beauty made my mortall Wounfde : 


I little thought within her Beames 
So ſwete a Venom to have found. 


D 2 | But 
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-  $0NGES. 
But wilfull Will dyd pricke me forth, 


And blynde Cupyde did whippe and guyde, 


Force made me take my Griefe in worth, 
My fruitles Hope my Harme dyd hide. 
As cruel Waves ful oft be found, 
Againſt the Rockes to rore and cry, 
So doth my Harte full oft rebound 
Againſt my Breſt full bitterly. 
{ fall, and ſe myne owne decaye, 
As one that beares Flame in his Breſt, Ty 


Forgets in Paine to put away 


The thing that bredeth myne unreſt. 


((( ͤ K 


The Lover excuſeth himſelf of ſuch ſufpected Change. 


TR I regarded not 
The Promiſe made by me, 
Or paſſed not to ſpot 
My Faith and Honeftie, 
Yet were my Fanſie ſtrange, 
And wilfull Will to wit 
If I fought nowe to chan 
A Falkon for a Kite. 
All Men myght well diſpraiſe 
My Wit and Enterpriſe, 
I efteem'd a Pece, 
Above a Pearle in Price. 
Or judged the Owlf in fight * 
The Sparbaule to excell, | 
Which flieth but in the Night, 
As all Men know right well. 
Or if I ſought to ſail 
Into the brittle Port, * ä 
Where Anker hold doth faile, 
To Goh as do reſort, 
And leve the Haven ſure, 
Where blowes no bluſtring Wind, 
i Nor fickelneſſe in ure 
So farforth as I finde. | 
No, think me not ſo light, 
Nor of ſo churliſh kinde, 
Though it Jay in my might, 
My Bondage to unbinde: 
That I would leve the Hinde 
To hunt the Gander's fo, 
/ No, no, I have no minde . 
To make Exchanges ſo. 6 Nor 


FT a 


} 


* 


and 8 ONE TT E S. 21 
Nor yet to change at all, 
For thinke it may not be, 
That I ſhould ſeke to fall 
From my Felicitie. 
Deſirous for to win, 
And loth for to forgo, 
Or new Change wy, in, 
How may allghis be f . 
I)! he Fire cannot freſe : 
f For it is not his kynde, 
8 Nor true Love cannot leſe 
The Conſtancye of Mynde. 
Yet as ſone ſhall the Fyre, | | 
Want Heat to blaſe and burne, a 
As I in ſuch defyre, Fol. XIII. | 
Have once a Thought to tourne, 


G οο eee CHI l CN c 58 


careleſſe Man ſcorning, and deſcribing the ſuttle 
Uſage of Women towardes their Lovers, 


RAP in my careleſſe Cloke, as I walke to and fro, 
I ſe, how love can ſhew, what Force ther reineth in his Bow, 
And howe he ſhoteth eke, an hardy harte to wounde, 
And where he glaunceth by agayne, that little Hurt is founde. 
For ſeldome is it ſene, he woundeth Hartes a lyke, 6 


+ + The tone may rage, when t'others Love is often farre to ſeke. 


Al this I ſee, with more, and wonder thinketh me, 
How he can ſtrike the one ſo fore, and leave the other fre. 
I ſee, that wounded wight, that ſuffreth all this wrong, 
How he is fed with yeas, and nayes, and liveth al to long. 
In filence though I kepe ſuch Secretes to my ſelfe, 
Yet do I ſee, how ſhe ſometyme doth yelde a Looke by ſtelthe, 
As though it ſemde, ywis I will not loſe the ſo, | 
When in her Harte ſo ſwete a Thought dyd never truly grow. 
Then ſay I thus, alas! that Man is farre from Bliſſe, 
That doth receive for his Relief, none other Gayne but this ; 
And ſhe that fedes him ſo, I fele and finde it playn, 
Is but to glory in her Power, that over ſuch can raigne. 
Nor are ſuch Graces ſpent, but when ſhe thinkes, that he, 
A wery Man, is fully bent, ſuch Fancies to let flee, 
Then to retayne him ſtill, ſhe wreſteth new her Grace, 

And ſmileth, lo, as though ſhe would fortwith the Man embrace, 
- But when the Profe is made, to try ſuch Lookes with al, : 
He fyndeth then the Place al voyde, and freighted full of Gall. DR. 

Lord ! what abuſe is this ? who can ſuch Women praiſe, 


That for their Glory do deviſe, to uſe ſuch craftie Wayes. 


7 7 
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. SON GES 


I, chat among the reſt do ſit, and marke the row, 
Find that in her is greater Craft, then is in twenty moe. 

Whoſe tender Yeres, alas! with Wyles fo well are ſped, . 
What will ſhe do, when hory Heares are powdred in her Hed ? 


g- 8 r 8 rr 8 toro oof eh 


An Anſwere in the behalfe of a Woman of an 
=} uncertaine Aucthor. | 


YRT in my giltles Gowne as I ſytt here and ſowe, 


= I ſee that Thynges are not in dede as to the outwarde ſhow ; 


And who ſo liſt to loke and note Thynges ſomewhat nere, 
Shal fynde wher plaineſſe ſemes to haunt nothing but Craft apere. 


For with indifferent Eies my ſelfe can well diſcerne, 


How ſome to guyde a Ship in Stormes ſeke for to take the ſterne, 
Whoſe Practiſe if were proved in Calme to ſtere a Barge, 

Aſſuredly, beleve it well, it were to great a Charge; 

And ſome I ſee agayn fit ſtill and fay but ſmall, 
That coulde do ten Tymes more then they that lay they can do all, 
Whoſe goodly Giftes are ſuch, the more they underſtand, _ 

The more they ſeke to learne, and know, and take leſſe Charge in hand; 
And to declare more playn the Tyme fleres not ſo faſt, | 

But I can beate full well in mynde the Song now ſung and paſt ; 

The Aucthor whereof came, wrapt in a crafty Cloke, Ty 

With Will to force a flaming Fyre where he could raiſe no Smoke, 

If Power and Will had joyn'd as it apereth playn, 

Then Truth nor Right had tane no Place their Vertues had ben vain ; * 
So that you may perceive, and I may falſly ſe, \. 

The Innocent that giltleſſe is, condempned ſhould have be. 


SS6000S2608/K00608 8888 
The conſtant Lover lamenteth. 


Q INS Fortunes Wrath envyeth the Welthe, 
Wherin I raigned by the fight BY 
Of that, that fed myne Eies by ſtelth, 
With ſower, ſwete, dread, and delight: 
Let not my Grief move you to mone, 
For I wilhwepe and wayle alone. 
Spite drave me into Borea's raigne, 
Where hory Froſtes the Fruites do byte, 
When Hylles were ſpred and every playne 
With ſtormy Wynters mantle white. 
And yet my Dere ſuch was my heate, 
When others freze then dyd I ſweate. 


And 


0 


and S O NETTE VS. 23 
And now though on the Sunne I dryve, : 
Whoſe fervent Flame all thing decaies, 
His Beames in brightneſſe may not ſtrive, Fol. XIV. 
With light of your ſwete golden Rayes: 
Nor from my Breſt this heate remove, 
The froſen Thoughtes graven by Love; + 
Ne, may the Waves of the ſalt Lede, 5 
uenche that your Beautye ſet on Fire. 


r though myne Eies forbeare the Foode, 
That did relieve the hote deſyre, 


Such as I was, ſuch will 1 be, 
Your owne, what woulde ye more of me. 
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eA Song written bie the Earle of Surreie, to a Ladie 
that refuſed to Daunce with him. 


E CHE Beaſt can choſe his Feere according to his Mynde, . 
And eke can ſhewe a friendly chere, like NY” beaſtly kynd, 


A Lyon ſaw T late, as white as any ſnowe, 
Which ſemed wel to leade the Race his Port the ſame did ſhowe. 
Upon the gentle Beaſt to gaze it pleaſed me, 5 
For ſtill me thought he ſemed wel of noble Bloud to be; 
And as he praunc'd before, ſtill feeking for a mate, 
As who would ſaye there is none here I trowe will me forſake, 
I might perceive a Wolfe as whit as Whales bone. 


A fairer Beaſt, of freſher hue, beheld I never none ; . 


Save that her Lookes were coy and froward eke her Grace, 
Unto the which this gentle Beaſt gan him auaunce apace, 

And with a becke full lowe he bowed at her Feete, | 
In humble wiſe, as who woulde faye, I am to farre unmeete ; - 

But ſuch a ſcornefull chere wherwith ſhe him rewarded, 
Was never ſene, I trowe the like, to ſuch as well deſerved. 

With that ſhe ſtart aſide, welnere a Foqte or twaine, © 
And unto him, thus gan ſhe ſay, with ſpite and 2 diſdaine: 

Lyon ſhe ſaid, it thou hadſt knowen my Mynde before, 
Thou hadft not ſpent thy Travaile thus, nor al thy Paine forlore ; 8 

Do way I let thee wete thou ſhalt not playe with me, 4 

Go range about where thou mayſt fynd ſome meter fere for thee : 

With that he bet his Taile, bis Eies began to flame, 


F:: 


I might perceive his noble Harte much moved by the ſame: 


Yetſaw I him refrayne, and eke his Wrath aſſwage, 

And unto her thus gan he ſay, when he was paſt his rage; 
Cruell, you doe me wrong to ſet me thus fo light, 

Without deſert, for my will to ſhew me ſuch deſpight. 
How can ye thus entreate a Lyon of the Race, 

That with his Pawes a crowged Kyng devoured in the Place: 


Whoſe 4 


TO 


4 
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Whoſe Nature is to praye upon no ſimple Food, 
As long as he may ſucke the Fleſhe, and drinke of noble Bloud, 
Ff you bee faire and freſhe, am I not of your hue, | 8 [ 
And for my vaunt I dare well ſay, my Bloud is not untrue. +1 
For you your ſelfe have heard it is not long ago, 
Sith that for Love one of the Race dyd ende his Lyfe in Wo. 
In Tower ſtronge and hye for his aſſured Truthe, | 
Whereas in Teares he ſpent his Breathe, alas! the more the ruthe, 
This gentle Beaſt ſo dyed, whom nothing could remove, 
But willyngly too leeſe his Lyfe for loſſe of his true Love. 
Other there be whoſe Lives do lynger ſtyll in payne, | 
Againſt their Willes preſerved are that woulde have dyed fayne, We >. 
But now I doe perceive that nought it moveth you, 
My good entent, my gentle Harte, nor yet my kinde fo true: 
But that your wil is ſuch, to lure me to the Trade, 
As other ſome full many Yeres to trace by Craft ye made. 
And thus behold our kyndes how that we differ farre, 
I ſeeke my Foes, and you your Frendes do threaten ftil with Warr, 
I faune where I am fed, you ſlay that ſekes to you, | 7 4 
I can devour no yelding pray, you kill where you ſubdue. | 
My kynde is to deſyre the Honour of the Field, 5 
And you with Bloud to ſlake your Thirſt on ſuch as to you yelde. 
Wherefore I would you wiſt that for your coyed Lookes, | 
I am no Man that will be trapt, nor tangled with ſuch hookes. 
And though ſome Juſt to Love, where blame full well they might, 
And to ſuch Beaſtes of currant fort that would have travail bright: 
Iwill obſerve the Lawe that Nature gave to me, | 
To conquer ſuch as will reſiſt, and let the reſt go free. 
And as a Faucon free that ſoreth in the Ayre, | 
- Which never fed on Hand nor lure, nor for no ſtale doth care: 
While that I Lyve and Breathe, ſuche ſhall my Cuſtome be, 
In wildnes of the Woodes to ſeke my Praye where pleaſeth me. 
Where many one ſhall rue, that never made Offence, * 
Thus vou refale againſt my Power ſhal bote them no defence. 
And for Revenge thereof I vowe and ſweare thereto, 
A Thouſand Spoyles I ſhall commit I never thought to doo; 
And if to lyght on you my lucke ſo good ſhall be, 
I ſhall be glad to feed on that, that would have fed on me. 
And thus fare well unkynde, to whom I bent and bowe, Fol. XV. 
I would ye wiſt the Ship is ſafe that bare his Sayle fo lowe. 5 
Sith that a Lyon's Harte is for a Wolfe no praye, 5 
With bloudy Mouth go flake your Thirſt on {imple Shepe I ſaye. 
With more deſpyte and yre than I can now expreſſe, | 
Which to my ep ng I refrayn, the cauſe you may wel geſſe, 
As for becauſe my ſelfe was Aucthor of the Game, 7h 


It botes me not that for my Wrath I ſhould diſturbe the ſame, 


| | The 
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ee a, 


The fait hf Lover d eclareth his Paynes, and his un- 
certaine ayes, and with oneli Hope recomforteth- 


ſomewhat his wofull Harte. 


E Care do cauſe Men crye, why doe not I complaine, 
1 If eche Man doe bewaile his Wo, why ſhew I ot my payne ? 
_ that amongſt them all I dare well ſaye is none, 
So farre from Weale, ſo full of Wo, or hath more cauſe to mone, 
For all Thinges havyng Lyfe ſometyme hath quiet reſt, 
The bearyng Aſſe, the dra wyng Ox, and every other Beaſt; 
The Peaſant and the Poſt, that ſerves at all aſſays, 
The Ship-Boy, and the Galley-Slave, have time to take their eaſe, 
Save I, alas! whome care of Force ſo doth conſtrayne, | 
Aso wayle the Day, and wake the Night continually in payne. 
From penſivenes to plaint, from pla int to bitter Teares, 
From Teares to painfull plaint agayn, and thus my Lyfe it weares. 
den the Sunne that I can heare or ſee, PER 
But moveth me for to bewayle my cruell deſteny. 
For where Men do rejoyce, fince that I cannot ſo, 
I take no Pleaſure in that place, it doubleth but my Wo. 
And when J heare the ſounde of Song or Inſtrument, 
Methinke eche Tune there dolefull is, and helpes me to lament. 
And yf I ſee ſome have theire moſte deſired fight, ; 
Alas! think I, eche Man hath Weale, fave I, nd wofull wight. 
Then as the ſtriken Deave withdrawes himſelfe alone, 
So doe I ſeke ſome ſecret Place where I maꝝ make my mone ; 
There doe my flowyng Eyes ſnew forth my meltyng Harte, 
So that the Stremes of thoſe two Wels right well declare my ſmarte. 
And in thoſe Cares ſo could I force my ſelf a heate, | | 
As ſicke Men in their ſhaking fittes procure themſeife to ſweate. 
With Thoughtes that for the Tyme do much appeaſe my payne, 
But yet they cauſe a tarther feare, and brede my Wo agayne. 
Methynke within my Thought, I ee right plaine appere, 
My Hartes _ my Sorowes leche, myne earthly Goddeſſe here. 
With every ſundry Grace that I have ſeene her have, 
Thus I within my wofull Breſt her Picture paynt and grave. 
And in my Thought I roll her Beautyes too and fro, 
Her 1 chere, her lively Looke, my Harte that perced ſo; 
Her ftraungenes when I ſued her Servaunt for to be, 
And what ſhe ſayd, and how ſhe ſmylde, when that ſhe pitied me: 
Then comes a ſodaine feare that rueth al my reſt, | 
Left Abſence cauſe forgetfulnes to finke within her Breſt. 
For when I thynke how farre this Barth doth us devide, 


Alas! meſemes Love throwes me _ I fele how that I flide. 
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SONGES 
But when I thinke againe, why ſhould I thus miſtruſt, 


So ſwete a wight, ſo fad and wyſe, that is fo true and juſt. 


For loth ſhe was to Love, and wavering is ſhe not, 


The farther of, the more deſyre, thus Lovers trie their knot : 


Sd in diſpayre and Hope plunged am I bothAp and dawne, * 
As is the Ship with Wynd and Wave when Neptune liſt to frowne. 


Blut as the watery Showers delay the ragyng Wynde, 


$0 doth good Hope cleane put away Diſpayre out of my Mynde, 
And byddes me for to ſerve and ſuffer patiently, - 
For what wot I that after Weale that Fortune willes to me. 
For thoſe that Care do knowe and taſted have of trouble, 
When paſſed is their woful Payne, eche Joy ſhal ſeme then double. 
And bytter ſendes ſhe nowe to make me taſt the better, 
The pleaſant ſwete, when that it comes, to make it ſeme the ſweter. 
And ſo determine I to ſerve untill my Breath, 


Yea, rather dye a thouſand Tymes then once to falſe my Faith. 


And yf my dedly Corps through weight of wofull ſmart, 
Do fayle or faint, my Will it is that ſtyll ſhe kept my Harte. 
And when this Carcas here to Earth ſhal be refard, 


I do bequeath my weried Goſt to ſerve her afterward. 


ECC ² OH HHH 


The Means to attaine ha ppy Life. 


Artial, the Thinges that doe attaine Fol: XVI. 
The happy Life, be theſe I finde, 
The Riches left, not got with paine, 
The fruitful Ground, the quiet minde. 
The egall Frend no grudge no ftrife, 
No Charge of Rule nor Governaunge, 
Without Diſeaſe the healthful Life, 
The Houſhold of continuance, 
The meane Diet, no delicate Fare, 
True Wiſedome joinde with ſimplenes, f 
The Night diſcharged of all Care, 
Where Wine the Witte may not oppreſſe. 
The faithful Wife without debate, 
Such Slepes as may beguile the Night, 
Content thy ſelfe with thine Eſtate, 
Ne, wiſh for Death, ne, fear his might. 


Praiſe 


and SONETTES | 27 
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| 5 Praiſe of Manue and conſtant Eſtate. 


F thy Life, Thomas, this compaſſe wel marke, * Sir The. 
5 Not aye with full Sailes the bye Seas to beate, Matt, 
Ne by Coward dred, in ſhonning Stormes darke, | 
On ſhallowe Shores thy Keel in Peril fret. 
Who ſogladly halſeth the Golden Meane, 
Void of Daungers adviſedly hath his Home 
Not with lothſome Mucke, as a Den uncleane, 
Nor Palace like, whereat Diſdain may glome ; 
The lofty Pyne the great Winde often ryvesß 
With Violenter ſwey falne Turrets ſtepe, 
Lightninges aſſaut the high Mountains and Cli 
A Harte well ſtaide, in overthwartes depe, 
Hoapeth amendes in ſwete, doth feare the fowre 2 
= God that ſendeth, withdraweth Winter ſharp, 
5 No will not aye thus, once Phebus to lowre, 
With Bowe unbent, ſhall ceſſe, and frame to harpe 
His Voice, in ſtrate Eſtate appear thou ſtout 
And ſo wiſely, when lucky Bale of Winde 
All thy puft Sailes ſhall fill, loke wel about, 
Take in a Rift, hall is waſt, Profe doth fynde. 


N LE EEE TEN 8 


Praiſe of certaine Pſalm s of David, trealated by 85 
Sir T. W. the elder. 


NH E great Macedone that out of Perſie chaſed 
Darius, of whoſe huge Power all 4fia rong, 

In the riche Arke Dan Homers Rhimes he placed, 

Who fained Geftes of heathen Princes Song : „ 

What holy Grave? what worthy Sepulchre | N 

To Wyat's + Plalmes ſhould Chriſtians then purchaſe, Þ Sir To, 

Where he doth paint the lively Faith and pure? Matt. 

The ſtedfaſt Hope, the ſweete returne to Grace : 

Of juſt David by perfite Penitence, | 

Where Rulers may ſee in a Myrrour clere 

The bitter Fruite of falſe Concupilſcence, 

How Fewry bought Uria's Death full deare. 

In Princes Hartes God's Scourge imprintede depe, 

Ought them awake out of their intel Sleepe. 
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SONGES 
72 07 the Death of the [ame Sir T. w. . ; ny 
Di e | 


* 


Some that in ps of thy livelihed 
urked, whoſe Breſtes Envy with Hate had ſwolne, 


— 


Felde Ceaſar's Teares uppon Pompeious Hed, 


Some that watched with the Murderer's Knife, . 
With eager Thirſt to drink thy giltles Blood, 
Whoſe Practice brake by happy end of Life, 
With envious Tears to heare thy Fame ſo good, 
But I, that knew what harbred in that Hed, 
| What Vertues rare were tempred in that Breſte, 
Honour the Place that ſuch a Jewel bred, - | 
And kiſſe the Ground wheras the Corps doth reſt, = 
With vapored Eyes, from whence ſuch Streames avayle, | | 
As Priamus did on Thisbes Breſt bewayle. f 


DIAS SIIDID AO D200 
8 Of the ſame. 


| H'A T refteth here, that quicke could never reſt, 

VV Whoſe heavenly Giftes encreaſeth by Diſdaine, __ 

And Vertue ſanke the deeper in his Breft, Pjol. XVII. 
Such Profit he by Envy could obtaine. e 

A Hed, where Wiſdome Miſteties did frame, 6 
Whoſe Hammers bet {till in that livelye Brain, 

As on a ſtithe, where that ſome Worke of Fame 
Was dayly wrought, to turn to Britaines gaine. 

A Vilage fterne, and milde, where both did growe, 
Vice to contemne, in Vertue to rejoyce 
Amid great Stormes, whome Grace aſſured ſo 5 
To live upright, and ſmile at Fortunes choyce. 

A Hand that taught what might be ſaid in time, 8 
That reft Chaucer the Glory of his Wit: 

A Mark, the which (unparfited for time) 
Some may approche, but never none ſhal hit: 
A Tong, that ſerved in foreign Realmes his King, 
Whoſe courteous Talke to Vertue did inflame 
Echhe noble Harte, a worthy guide to bring 
Our Epgliſh Youth, by travatle unto Fame. 


\ 
| 


lived, and ran the Race that Nature ſet, 5 
Of Manhodes ſhape, where ſhe the molde did loſe. 


eee 


and S ON ET TES. 29 


An Eye, whoſe Judgement none effect could blinde, 
Frindes to allure, and Foes to reconcile, 
Whoſe perſinge looke did repreſent a minde 
With Vertue fraught, repoſed voyde of Guile. 
A Harte, where Dreade was never ſo impreſt, 
To hide the Thought that might the Trouth auayuce 
In neither Fortune loft, nor yet repreſt, ; 
To ſwel in Wealth, or yelde unto Miſchaunce, . 
A valiant Corps, where Force and Beauty met, | 
Happy, Alas! to happy, but for Foes, | 5 


But when to the Heavens that ſimple Soul is fled, 


- Which left with ſuch as covet Chriſt to knowe; 


Witnes of Faith, that never ſhal be dead, 

Sent for our Health, but not received fo : | 

Thus for our Gilt this Jewel have we loſt, * by 7 
The Earth his Bones, the Heavens poſſeſſe his Ghoſt, 


N the rude Age when Knowledge was not rife, 
] If Fove in Crete, and other were that taught 
Artes to convert to profit of our Life, 3 
Wen d after Death to have their Temple ſought, 

If Vertue yet no voyde unthankeful Time, | 
Fayled of ſome to blaſt her endles Fame, 

A goodly mean both to deferre from Crime, 
And to her Steppes our Sequele to enflame : 

In Daies of Truth, if Wyates Friendes then wayle, 
The only Det that dead of quicke may claime, 


That rare Wit ſpent, employed to our availe, 


Where Chriſt is taught we led to Vertues Traine, 
His lively Face their Breſts how didit frea t, 
Whoſe Cinder yet, with Envy they do cate. 
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Of Sardanapalus's diſhonorable Life, and miſerable |, 
1 \ -Deathe. Ok 0 


H'Aſyrian King in Peace, with foule Deſire, 
1 And filthy Luſtes, that ſtainde his regal Harte 
In Warre, that ſhould ſet princely Hartes on fyre, 
Did yeld, vanquiſht for want of marciall Art. 
The dynt of Sweordes from Kiſſes ſemed ftrange, 
And harder than his Ladies Side, his Targe, 


From glutton Feaſtes, to Souldiers Fare, a Change, 
| 7 His Helmet farre above a Garlandes Charge, | 


Who ſcarce the Name of Manhod did retain, _ 
Drenched in Slougth, and womanniſh Delight, 

Feble of Sprite, impatient of Paine, 

When he had loſt his Honor and his-Right, 
Proud time of Welth, in Storms appald with Dreade, 
Murdred himſelf, to ſhew fome manfull Deede. 
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How no Age 15 e ” ent with his owne Eſtate, and how 
the Age of Children is the happieſt, if they had 
Skill to underſtand it. e 


9 


Ayed in my quiet Bed, in Studie as I were, Fol. XVIII. 
aw within my troubled Head, a heape of Thoughtes appere ; 
And every Thqught did ſhew ſo lively in myne Eies, | | 
That now I fight, and then I ſmilde, as cauſe of Thoughts did riſe, 
| I ſaw the little Boy, in Thought how oft that ge We” 
Did wiſh of God, to ſcape the Rod, a tall yong Man to be; 
' The yong Man eke that feeles his Bones with Paines oppreſte, 
How he would be a riche olds Man to live and lie at 1 71 155 
j be riche olde Man that fees his End draw on ſo ſore, 
How he would be a Boy againe to live ſo muche the more : 
Whereat full ofte I ſmilde, to ſee how all theſe three, 45. 
From Boy to Man, from Man to Boy, would chop and change degree; 
And muſing thus, I think, the Caſe. is very ſtrange, | | © 
That Man from Wealth, to live in wo, doth ever ſeke to change. 


Thus thoughtfull as I lay, 1 ſaw my withered Skynne, | 
How it doth ſhew boy dented Chewes, the Fleſh was worn ſo thin ; 
And eke my totheles Chaps, the Gates of my right Way, © 
That opes and ſhuts as I do ſpeake, do thus unto me ſay; . 
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and SONETTES. :' 1 
The white and horiſh heres, the Meſſenger of Age, | 


That ſhew like Lines of true Beliefe, that this Life dothe aſfage, 


4 


4/ 


Byddes thee lay Hand, and feele them hanging on thy Chin 


e The which do write two Ages paſt, the third now coming in: 
5 Hang up therefore the Bitte of thy yong wanton Time, 
| And thou that therein beaten art, the happieſt Life define. 
\ | WherejtI ſighed, and ſaid, Farewell my wonted Joy, 


Truſſe up thy Packe, and trudge from me, to every little Boy, 
And tell them thus from me, their Time moſt happy is, 
If to their Time they Reaſon had, to know the Truth of this. 


NN e e 
Bonum 77 mihi quod humiliafti OS 


7 H E Stormes are paſt, theſe Clouds are overblown, 
And humble chere, great Rigour hath repreſt, 
For the Defaut is ſet a Paine forknowne, 
And Patience graft in a determed Breft ; | 
And in the Harte where heapes of Griefes were Frowns, 
The ſwete 9 hath planted Mirth and Reſt, © 


4 


No Company ſo pleaſant as myne owne. 
Thraldome at large hath made this Priſon free, 
9 Danger well paſt remembred Workes Delight, 
4 Of lingering Doubts ſuch Hope is ſprong pardie, N 
| That nought I finde diſpleaſaunt in my fight: 1 


But when my Glaſſe preſented unto me 
The cureleſſe Wound that bledeth Day and Night, 
To thinke Calas!) ſuch hap ſhould graunted be 
Unto a Wretch that hath ſo oft been ſhed, | 
For Brittaines ſake (alas!) and now is ded. 


N i e N W N RT 
Exhortacion to learne by others Trouble. | 


AY Ratelife, when the rechelefſe Youth offendes, 
eceive thy Scourge by others Chaſtiſment, | 

For ſuch calling, when is workes none amendes, 

Then Plagues are ſent without Advertiſement. 4 

Yet Salomon ſayd, the wronged ſhal recure, | 

But Mat ſayd true, the Scarce doth-aye endure. 
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Semed of late to rue upon my wrong, 


Some other Way, 


_ 
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SON GES &. 


The Fan u weried Lover. 


TME Fanſie which that Thave ſerved long, 
at hath alway been enemy to myne caſe, 


* 


And badde me flie the cauſe of my miſeaſe, 


And 1 foorthwith did preaſe oute of the Thronge, 


That thought by flight my painefall Harte to pleaſe, 3 

hs ay, ti iow aith'more — | | = 
And to my felfT yd; Alas! thoſe Dayes „ "ol 5 
In vain were ſpent, to runne the Race ſo long; 


And with that Th. I met my Guide, the Maine 
Out of the way wherein I wandered wronge, | 


me amidds the Hilles in baſe Bullayn, 
Where I am now as reſtles to rema | 
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Several Occaſions, 
18 


* 


By Sir Thomas WTATE. 


1 EFFIGIEM „„ 
T HOM VIATL 


Huolbenus nitida pingendi maximus bus 50 
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Effigiem expreſſit graphice : Sed nullus Apelles | 
wi Exprimet ingenium felix animumque Viati. 8 7 
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Actas Viatl. 8 
Syderei pit eret quam Cali Regus „„ 
2 ora laſtrorum vom d um comple vera O. 
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The Love for ſhamefaſtneſſe hideth his Defire within 
1 His faithful Harte, | 


T HE one long Love, that in my Tho t I harber, Fol. XX. 


And in my Harte doth kepe his Reſidence, 
Into my Face preaſeth with bold pretence ; 
And there campeth, diſplayeth his Banner. 
She that me learnes to love, and to ſuffer, 
And wiles that my Truſt, and luftes negligence, 
Be reyned by Reaſon, Shame and Reverence 
With his Hardineſſe takes diſpleaſure, 
Wherewith Love to the Hartes Foreſt he fleeth, 
Leaving his Enterpriſe with paine and crye, Lat £ 
And there him hideth and not appeareth: 
What may I doe? when my Maiſter feareth, 
But in the Field with him to live and dye, | 
For good is the Life, ending faithfully, =» "=, 
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9 The Lover waxeth wyſer, and wil not die for 


: | Ae & 10. 
8 0 ET was I never of your Love agreved, 
Nor never ſhall, while that my Lite doth laſt; 

But of hating my ſelfe, that date is paſt, 5 . 
And Tears continually ſore hath l 

I wil not yet in my Grave be buried, 

Nor on my Tombe your Name have fixed faſt, 

As cruell Cauſe, that did my Sprite ſoone haſt 

From th'unhappie Bonnes, by great Sighes ſtirred, 

Then if an Harte of amorous Faith and Will, : 

_ your Mind withouten doing Griefe : 

eaſe it you ſo to this to doe Reliefe; 

If otherwiſe you ſeke for to fulfill 

Your Wrath, you erre, and ſhall not as you wene, 

And you your ſelfe the Quſe thereof have been, 5 


EB „ 
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FS 


truſt no more. 


W As never File yet halfe ſo well yfild, 
£ To file a File for any Smithes entent, 
f WP I was made a filing Inſtrument, | 
| o frame other, while that J was begyled : 
But Reaſon, loe; hath at my Folly ſmiled, 
And pardoned ine, fins that I me repent 
Of my laſt Yeres, and of my Time miſpent: 
For Vouth led me, and Falſhod me miſguided, 
vet this Truſt I have of great Apparanee, 
Sins that Diſceit is aye returnable, 


Of very force it is agreable, 1 | 
mpence, 


is. 


That therwithall be done the Re 
Then gyle begyled, plained ſhould be never, 
And the Reward is little truſt for ever. 


eee eee eee 


1 Lover deſcribeth his being ſtrikes with ſight 
e | of his Love. 


If HE lively Sparkes that iſſue from thoſe Eyes; 
Againſt the which there vaileth no Defence, 
Have perſt my Harte, and done it none offence, 
With quaking Pleaſure, more then once or twiſe, 
Was never Man could any Thing deviſe, 
Sunne Beames to turne with ſo great vehemence 
To daſe Man's fight, as by their bright Preſence 
Paſed am I, much lyke unto the gyſe 
Of one ſtriken with dint of Lighteninge, ; 
Blind with the ſtroke, and cryinge here and there, 
So call I f6r helpe, I not when, nor where, 
The pain of my Fal pacietttly bearing. 
For | _ after the blaſe (as is no wonder) 
Of deadly Noyſe heare I the fearful Thunder. 
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De abuſed Lover ſeeth his Follie, and entendeth to 


* 
* * . 
SY > * . 8 
oy 5 : ; p L 
. . * = 
> * 4 * * % — 
: 8 | = Ee 
2 « 
» SY 2 
4 — bd 8 
= 1 1 * bs - 
a ' 
- 
1 » * 


2 


That be 
/ To utter forth the Smart I bide within; 
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35 
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aud SONETTES. 


See eee eee 


7 The wavering Lover willeth, aud dreadeth, to move 


Y His deſire. 


U vaine Thought as wonted to miſleade me 
8 In deſert Hope by well aſſured mone, . 
Makes me from Company to live alone, 

In following her, whome Reaſon biddes me flee, 
And after her my Harte would faine be gone, 


* 


Fol. 


Zut armed Sighes my Way do ſtop anone, 


Twixt Hope and Dread lacking my Libertie, 
So flyeth ſhe by gentle Crueltie, 
Yet as I geaſſe under diſdainful Brow 


One Beame of truth is in her cloudy Loo ke, 
Which comfortes the Mind, that earſt for fear ſhooke, 


olded ftraight, the Way then ſeke 1 how 


But ſuch it is, I not how to begin. 


"» 


The Lover having dreamed enjoying of his Love, 
complaineth that the Dreame 1s not either longer 
or truer. | 


| Nſtable Dreame, according to the Place, 
| Be ſtedfaſt ones, or els at leaſt be true; 
By taſted Sweteneſſe, make me not to rew: 
By good ReſpeR, in ſuch a dangerous Caſe. 


Thou broughteſt nat her into theſe toſſing Seas, 


But madeſt my Sprit to live, my Care t'encreaſe, 
My Body in Tempeſt her delight t embrace; 
The Body dead, the Sprſt had his deſire, 
Painleſſe was th'one, the other in delight: 

Why then, alas! did it not kepe it right, 

But thus returne to leape into the Fier? ; 
And where it was at wiſh, could not remaine ; 
Such mockes of Dreames do turne to deadly pain. 
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The Lover unhappy, - biddeth happy Lovers rejoice 
in May, while he waileth that Moneth to him 
moſt unluckely. 


Y E that in Love fynde lucke and ſweete abondance, 
And live in Luft of joiful jolitie, 
4. Aryſe for ſhame, doe way your fluggardy ; 
Aryſe, I ſay, doe May ſome obſervaunce ; 

Let me in Bed lye, dreming of miſchaunce ; 

Let me remember my miſhappes unhappy» 

That me betide in May moſt commonly, 

As one whome Love liſt little to advaunce. 
1 Stephan ſaid true, that my Nativitie, 5 
. Miſchaunced was with the Ruler of May: 


* He geft (I prove) of that the veritie ; 
In Maymy Welch, And eke my Wittes, I ſay, 
Have ſtand ſo oft in ſuch perplexitie, 
Joy; let me dreame of your Felicitie. 


f SF RP HA 
Dye Lover confeſſeth him in Love with Phillis. 


IF waker Care, if ſodeine pale colour, 
1 it many Sighes with little Speche to plaine, 
Now Joy, now Wo, if they my chere diſtaine, 
For hope of ſmal, if much to feare therfore, 
To half or ſlacke my pace, to leſſe or more, 
ow Be ſigne of Love, then doe I love againe, 
If thou aske whome, ſure fins I did refraine, 
a Brunet, that ſet my Welth in ſuch a rore, 1 
Th'unfain'd chere of Phillis hath the Place : 
| That Brunet had, ſhe hath, and ever ſhall ;. 
She from my ſelf now hath me 1n her Grace ; 
She hath in Hand my Wit, my Will and all; 
My Harte alone well worthy che doth ſtay, 
Without whole help skant do I live a Day. 
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1 Of others fained Sorrow , and the Lovers fainad 
— a Mirth. | 5 
: ; ESAR, whan that the Traitour of Zeyp+ BELL 


With th'onorable Head did him preſent, 

Covering his Hartes gladneſſe, did repreſent 
Plaint with his Teares outward, as it 1s writ ' 
Eke Hanniball when Fortune him out ſhit, 5 7 
Clene ftom his Reigne, and from all his entent, 
Laught to his Folke, whom Sorrow did torment, 
His cruel deſpite for to..diſgorge and quite. 
So chaunced me, that every Paſſion 
FE Mind hydeth by colour contrary, 

ith fained Viſa ge, now ſad, now mery, 4 
Whereby if that ö laugh at any Seafon, 
It is becauſe I have none other way 
To cloke my Care, but under Sport and Play. 
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IN Of Change in Mind. . 


, | CHE Man me telth, I change moſt my deviſe, 

E And on my Faith, me think it good Reaſon . 
To change Pur 5 like after the Seaſon, 

For in eche Caſe to kepe ſtill one guiſe, 
Is meete for them that would be taken wiſe, 
And I am not of ſuch maner Condicion, 
But treated after a divers Faſhion, 

And thereupon my diverſeneſſe doth riſe. | 

But you this divereſneſſe that blame Men moſt, . 
Change you no more, but ftill after one rate, 
Treat you me weil, and kepe you in that State: | 
And while with me doth dvell this weried Ghoſt, A 
My Woord nor I ſhall not be variable, os a 
But al waies one, your oyne both firme and ſtable. 


2 


5 8 OM E Fowles there be that have no perfite fight 
And ſome, becauſe the Light doth them offend, 


SONGES. 


Hy in the Fier. 


Againſt the Sunne, their Eyes for to defend; 


Never appeare, but in the dark or night: 


Others rejoice, to ſee the Fier ſo bright, 
And wene to play in it, as they pretend, 


But finde contrary of it, that they entend, 
Alas ! df that Sort may I be by right: 

For to withſtand her Looke IT am not able, 

Yet can I not hide me in no darke Place, 

So followeth me remembrance of that Face, 
That with my teary Eyen, ſwolne and unſtable, 
My Deſteny to behold her doth me leade; 
And yet I know I runne into the glead. 


And to my +3 alwaies the honoured, , 
Unkind Tong, to yll haſt thou me rendred, 


For ſuch Delert to do me wreke and ſhame : 


In nede of Succour moſt when that I am, 

To aske Rewarde, thou ſtandeſt like one afrayde, 
Alway moſt colde, and if one Woorde be ſaide, 
As in a Dreame, unperfite is the ſame; Ha 
And ye ſalt Teares, againſt my Will eche Night, 
That are with me, when F would be alone, 
Then are ye gone, when I ſhould make my mone: 


And ye ſo ready Sighes, to make me ſhright, ' 


Then are ye ſlacke, when that ye ſhould out ſtart, 


And onely dorh my Looke declare my Harte. 
| | 
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How the Lover periſheth in his Delight, as the 


95 


eAgainſt his Tong that failed to utter his Suites. 
Birr I fill kept the from Lyes and Blame, 


2 | | 4 


| Oo . 
and S O NETTE S. 


39 
Mb b e er c | 
Deſcription of the contrarious Paſſions in a Lover. 


Fynd no Peace, and all my Warre is done, 
I feare and hope, I burne, and friſe like Yſe, 


flye aloft, yet can I not ariſe, | Fol. XXII. 
And nought I have, and al the World I ſeaſon, . 
1 That lockes nor loſeth, holdeth me in Priſon, 


And holdes me not, yet can I ſcape no wiſe, 
Nor lettes me live, nor die, at my deviſe, 
And yet of Death it geveth me Occaſion, 
Without Eye I ſee, without Tong I plain ; 
I with to periſh, yet I aske'for Health; 
I love another, and I hate my ſelfe; | 

I fede me in Sorow, and laugh in al my Paine; 
Lo, thus diſpleaſeth me both Death and Life, 
And my Delight is cauſer of this Strife. 


* 


KN EWE 


The Lover compareth his State to a Shippe in perilous 
Storme toſſed on the Sea. — 


M Y Gally charged with forgetfulneſſe, 
Through ſharp Seas, in Winter Nights doth pas, 
*T wene Rocke, and Rocke and eke my Foe (alas!) 
That is my Lord, ſtereth with cruelneſſc. 
And every Houre, a Thought in readineſſe, 
As though that Death were light in ſuch a caſe, 
And endleſſe Winde doth teare the Saile apace, 
Of forced Sighes and truſty fearefulneſſe. 
A Rain of Teare, a Cloude of darke Diſdayne, 
Have done the weried Coardes great hinderaunce, OR. 
Wretched with Errour and with Ignorance, edn, 
The Starres be hidde that lead me to this Paine; 
2 Drounde is Reaſon that ſnould be my comforte, 
| And I remaine, diſpairing of the Porte, 
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e e e 8 e 9 
> Of doubtful Love. iþ 


A Vyſing the bright Beames of thoſe faire Eyes, 
Where he abides that mine oft moiſtes and waſteth, 
e weried Mind ſtraight from the Harte departeth, 
To reſt within his worldly Paradiſe, 
And Bitter findes the Sweete under his gyſe, 
What Webbs there he hath wrought, well he perceivethy 
Wherby then with himſelfe on Love he plaineth, 
That ſpurs with Fier, and brydleth eke with Ylſe : 
In ſuch Extremitie thus is he broughte, 
Froſen now Cold, and now he ſtandes in Flame, 
*Twixr Wo and Wealth ; betwixtearneft and game, 
With ſeldome glad, and many a divers Thought, 
In ſore repreſentance of his hardineſſe, | ; 
Of ſach a Roote, loe, commeth Frute, fruteleſſe. 


AS AASA ASA A ASA 
The Lover fheweth how he i Forſaken of 
ſometime enjoyed. 


"THEY flee from me, that ſometime did me ſeke, 
With naked Foote ſtalking within my Chamber, 

Once have I ſene them gentle, tame, and meke, 

Nat now are wild, and do not once remember, 

That ſometime they have put themſelves in danger, 8 
To take Bread at my Hand, and now they range, a 
Buſely ſeking in continual change. oj | ; 

Thanked be Fortune, it hath been otherwiſe, |) | 

Twenty Times better, but once eſpecial], 

In thine Aray, after a pleaſaunt gyſe, 5 
When her looſe Gowne did from her Shoulders fall, 
And ſhe me caught in her Armes long and ſmall, 
And therwithall ſo ſweetely did me Lifts, | 
And ſoftly ſayd deare Harte, how like you this? 

It was no Dreame, for I lay Brode awaking, 

But al is tourned now through my gentleneſſe, / 
Into a bitter Faſhion of forlaking : : 
And I have leave to goe of her goodneſſe, 
And ſhe alſo to uſe new fangleneſle ; 
But, fins that I unkindly fo am ſerved, | 
How like you this, what hath ſhe now deſerved ? 
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ſuch as he 
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The Lady to aunſwere directiy with Yea or N ay. 


M AD AME, withouten many Woordes 
Once I am ſure, you wil, or no, 
And if you wil, then leave your boordes, 
And uſe your Wit, and ſhewe it fo, 
For with a beck you ſhall me call, 
And if of one, that burnes alvaye, 
Ye have pittie, or ruth at al: 
Aunſwereè him faire withe yee or naye; 
If it be naye, Frendes as before, 
You ſhall another Man obtaine, 
And I mine owne, and yours no more. 


| Fol, XXIII. 


BODE RI De . Rh HERR 
To his Love whom he had kiſſed againſt ber wil. 


LAS! Madame, for ſtealing of a Kiſſe, 
Have I ſo much your Mind therin offended ? 
Or have I done fo grievouſly amiſſe, 
That bye no meanes it maye not bee ameided 7 ? 
Revenge you then, the readieſt Way is this, 
Another Kyſſe my Life it ſhall have ended, 
For to my Mouth the firſt m my Harte did ſucke, : 
The next ſhall cleane out of my Breſt it Plucke. 


28 e eee eee 
Of the jealous Man that loved 'the ſame Woman, and 


* Pied this other fi tting with her. 


HE wandering 7 dling in the Sommer Tyde, 
That finds the Adder with his rechles Foote 
Startes not diſmayde fo ſodenly aſide, 
As jealous deſpite did, though there were no boote, 
When that he ſaw me fitting by her ſide, * 
e of my Health is very crop and roote. 
It pleaſed me then to have ſo faire a Grace, 
| T0 ſting the Harte that woulde have mye Place. 


F 


1 


> 


1 5 To his Love from whom he had her Gloves. 


HAT nedes theſe threatning Woordes, and waſted Winde ? ? 
W All this cannot make me reſtore m 0 wax ed 
To robbe your good, ywis is not my. min 
Nor cauſeſeſſe your faire Hand did I diſplaye, 
Let Love be judge, or els whom next we finde, 
That may both heare what you and I can ſay, 
She reft my Harte, and I a Glove from her, l 
Let us ſee then, if one be worthe the other. 


CEE EEO EET N 


Of the fained Frende. 


Hr tre it is, and ſayd full Yore agoe, - 
Take hede of him that by the Backe thee claweth, 
For none is woorle then is a frendely Foe, 
Though thee ſeeme good, al Thing that thee deliteth, 
Yet know it well, that in oy crepeth ; 
For many a Man ſuch Fier oft times he kindlethe, 
That with the Blaſe his Beard himſelfe he ſingeth. 


"SLIP FLOP! TROY e FRE FE! FRE 


The Lover taught, miftruteth A Purementes. 
T may be good, like it who __— db, 


But 1 > doubt who can'me blame, 
For oft aſſured, yet have I miſt, 
And now againe I fere the be. 
The Woord 2 N from your — laſt came, 
Of ſodeyn in e make me ag 
For nd to fa II ſtand not l. 
Alas! T treade an endles Maſe, 2 
That ſeke t'accorde two contraries, } 
And hope thus ſtill, and nothing haſe, f 1 
Impriſoned in Liberties, ; Fuel. XAv. 
As one unheard, and till that c cries, | 


Alwais Thirſt and nought doth taſt | EE 
For dread to fall I land not faſt * I 


Pas Aſſured 
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Aſſured, I doubt, I be not ſure, Fe 
Should I then truſt unto ſuch ſuretye 1 | 
That oft hath put the Profe in ure, 
3 never yet have founde it truſtie. . 
for in faith, it wer great Folly, 
* yet my Life thus do J waſt, | 
For Gon bo fall, I ſtand not faſt. 


* 


eee eg e ebnen nc cc 0 h eco | 


\ 
The Lover My that his Love doth not pitis * 
Eſound my Voyce ce ye Weddiy that heage me plaine, T” 
Both Hilles KG Vales cauſing Reflexion, WS - 
nd Rivers eke, record ye of my Payne, | 


Which have ofte forced ye b Compaſſion, 
As Judges, lo, to heare m my xclamacion. 
Among whom, ruth (I finde) yet doth remaine, | : 
Wher I ſeeke, alas! there is diſdaine. | | ; " 

Oft ye Rivers, to heare my wofull ſound, : 
Have ſtopt your Cours, and plainly to expreſſe, 
Many a Teare by Moiſture of the Ground, 
The Earth hathe wepte to heare my heavineſſe, 
Which, cauſeleſſe, I endure without redreſſe; 
The hugy Okes have roared in the winde, 
Eche Thing — complaining in their kind: 
Why then, alas! doth not ſhe on me rue, 
= - Orels, is her Harte ſo hard, that no pitie - 
May 1n it fink, my Joy for to-renew ? 

58 Harte, = hath thus framed thee 

50 — 44 that art cloked with Beautye, 
That from thee may no Grace to me procede, 

But az Re ward, Death for to be my meede. 


Ae e ah 23084240323 


The Lover rejoyſeth againſt Fortune, that by hinder- _ 1 
ing his * Bad vappey made him folake' hi 5 
Folly. : 

N Faith I wote not what to fay | 

Thy Chaunces bene fo wounderous, 


Thou Fortune with thy divers playe, 
IV. That makeſt the e dolorous. 


Yet though thy Chaine hath me enwrapte, 
, Spite ot tf thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 
hs Though 
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Though thou haſt ſet me for a wonder, 
And ſekeſt by Change to doe me paine, _ 
Mens Minds yet maiſt thou not ſo order, 
For Honeſtie, if it remaine, 
Shall ſhine for al thy cloudy Raine. | 
In vaine thou ſekeſt to have me trapt, 85 0 
Spite of thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 8 

In hindering me, me didſt thou further, 

And made a Gap, where was a Stile, 


* Cruel Wiles been oft put under, 


Wenning to lower, then didſt thou ſmile, 
Lord, how thy ſelfe thou didſt begyle: 
That in my Cares would have me wrapt, 
But ſpite of hap, hap hath well hapt. 


— 


e Renouncing of hardely eſcaped Love. 
ES. the Harte of Cruelty, 


Though that with Paine my Liberty 

Deare have I bought, and wofully 
Finiſht my feareful Tragedy. 
Of Force I muſt forſake Pick Pleaſure, 
A good Cauſe juſt, ſince I endure 
Thereby' my Wo, which be ye ſure, 
Shall therwith go me to recure. 

I fare as one eſcapt that fleeth, 
Glad is he gone, and yet ſtill feareth, 
Spied to be caught, and ſo dredethe Ph 
That he for nought his Paine leeſeth, 
In joyful Paine, rejoice my Harte, 
Thus to ſuſtain of eche aparte. = 
Let not this Song from thee eſtart, | Fol. XXv. 
Welcome among my pleaſaunt ſmart. 


FOTO eee FS To Te 2 r - 7 8e 


| The Lover to his Bed, with diſcribing of his unquiet 
„ ͤ 4 


The Bodies eaſe, and troubler of my Harte, ( 
Quieter of Mind, mine unquiet Foe, 
Forgeater of Paine, remembrer of my Wo, 

The place of Slepe, wherin J do but wake, 
Beſprent with Teares, my Bed, I thae forſake. 


The 


EEG C 


| HE ref per, reneur of my Smart, | | 
The Labdars ſalve encreaſing my Sorow, 8 
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The froſty Snowes may not redreſſe my heat, 
Nor heate of Sunne abate my fervent colde ; 
L know nothing to eaſe my Paine ſo grea 
Eche Cure cauſeth encreaſe by twenty folde, 
Renewing Cares upon my Sorowes old ; 
RE Such overthwart Effe&es in me they make, 
| Beſprent with Teares, my Bed for to forſake, 
ut al for nought, I find no better eaſe, 
In Bed, or out, this'moſt cauſeth my Paine, | | 
Where I do ſeke how beſt that I may pleaſe x Fo 
My loft L. Hour, (alas !) is all in vaine, ok 
My Harte o. ce ſet, I cannot it refraine. 
No Place from me my Griefe away can take, 
Wherefore with Teares, my Bed I thee oe. f 


N eee eee 
Compariſon of Love to a Streame falling from the 


Alpes. 


ROM theſe hye Hills, as when a Spring doth fall, 6 
þ It trilleth downe with ſtill and ſuttle Courſe i 5 
Of this and that, it gathers aye and ſhall, NY 
Til it have juſt downe flowed to ſtreame and force, 
Then at the Foote it rageth over all: 
18 So fareth Love, when he hath tane a courſe, 
Rage is his Raine, Reſiſtance vaileth none, 
[ The firſt eſchue is Remedy alone 33535 | T7 


ENERERGRAd Rana - 
Wyate's Complaint upon Love, to Reaſon, with Loves | 
„ \ Aunſwer, \ 


Do 


5 Y NE olde dear Enemy, my froward Maiſter, | | 
Afore that Queene, I cauſde to be aſſited, 3 
Which holdeth the Divine Part of our Nature, | p 
That like as Golde, in Fier he mought be tried, : 
Charged with Dolour, there I me preſented, : 
With horrible feare, as one that greatly dreadeth 
A wrongful Death, and Juſtice alway ſeketh. . 
And thus I ſaide: Once my left Foote, Madam, 
When I was yong, I ſet within his raigne, 
Wherby other then fierly burning Flame 
I never felt, but many a grievous — : 
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Torment I ſuffred, Anger and Diſdaine, 
That mine oppreſſed Pacience was paſt, 
And I mine owne Life hated at the laſt. 
Thus hitherto have I my Time paſſed 
In Paine and Smart, what waies is profitable, 
How many pleaſaunt Dayes have me eſcaped, 
In ſerving this falſe Lyer ſo deceivable ? 
What Wit have Woordes ſo preſt and forceable, 
That may containe my great 8 
And juſt Complaintes of his ungentleneſſe. 
So ſmall Hony, much Aloes, and Gall, 
In bitterneſſe, my blinde Life hath ytaſted, 
His falſe ſemblaunce, that turneth as a Ball, 
With faire and amorous Daunce, made me be traces, 
And wher I had my Thought and Mind eraced 1 | 
From earthly Frailneſſe, and from vaine Pleaſure, | ' 
Me from my reſt he tooke, and ſet in Errour, 
God made he me regardleſſe than I ought, 
And to my ſelfe to take right little hede: 
And for a Woman have I fet at nought 
Al other Thoughtes, in this only to ſpede, 
And he was only Counſeler of this dede, 
Whetting alwaies my youthly fraile deſire 
On lar Whetſtone, tempered with Fier. 
But, (ob, 22 where - I ever Wit ? 
Or other Gift geven to me of Nature, | | XXVL, 
That ſooner ſhall be changed my weried Sprite, 14 1 
Then the obſtinate Will, that is my Ruler, 8 
So robbeth he my Fredome with Diſpleaſure. 
This wicked Traytour whom I thus accuſe, 
That bitter Life hath turned in pleaſaunt uſe, 
He hath me haſted, through divers Regions, 
Through deſert Woodes, and ſharpe hie Mountaines, 
Through froward People, and through bitter Paſſions, 
Through rocky Seas, and over Hilles and Plaines,' 
With wery Trave], and with laborous Paines, 
Alwaies in trouble and in tediouſneſle, | 
Al in errour, and daungerous diſtreſſe, : 
But nother he, nor ihe my t'other Foe, 
For al my flight did ever me forſake ; 
That though my timely Death hath been too flowe, 
That me, as yet, it hath not dyertake : | 
The heavenly Gods of Pitie Es it ſlake, 
And not they this his cruell Tyranny, 
That feedes him with my Care and Miſery. 
Sins I was his, hower reſted I never, 
Nor looke to doe, and eke the waky Nightes, 
The baniſh'd Slepe may in no wiſe regover. | 
15 x 
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B le and force, over my thralled Sprites, 
Hefs Ruler fins which Bell never files, 122 
That I heare not as ſounding to renue 
My plaintes, himſelfe he knoweth that I ſay true. 

For never Woormes olde rotten Stocke have eaten, 
As he my Harte, where he is reſident, | 
And doth the ſame with Death dayly threaten, 
Thence come the Teares, and thence the bitter Torment, 


The Sighes, the Woordes, and eke the Languiſhement, 


That noy doth me, and paraventure other, 


1 Judge thou that knoweſt the ene, and eke the other. 


Mine Adverſarie with ſuch grevous Reproofe, 
Thus he began. Heare Lady, t'other part, 
That the plain trought, from which he/dra weth allofe, 
This unkinde Man may ſhew, e er that J part, 
In his yong Age, I toke him from that Art, 
That felleth Woords, and make a clattering Knight, 
And of my Wealth I gave him the delight. | 
Now ſhames he not on me for to complaine, 
That held him evermore in pleaſaunt Gayne, ö 
From his Deſire, that might have been his Paine, 
Yet therby alone I brought him to ſome frame, 
Which now as Wretchednes he doth ſo blame, 
And toward Honour quickned I his Wit, 
Wheras a Daſtard els he mought have fit. _ 
He knoweth how great Atride that made Troy freat, 


And Hanniball to Rome ſo troubelous, 


Whom Homer honoured Achilles that great, g 
And th' Affricane Scipion the famous, 

And many other, by much Honour glorious, 
Whoſe Fame and Aces did lift them up above, 

I did let fall in baſe diſhoneſt Love. : 
And unto him, though he unworthy were, 

I choſe the beſt of many a Million, | 


That under Sunne yet never was her pere 


Of Wiſdom, Womanhod, and of Diſcrecion, 
And of = Grace I gave her ſuch a Faſhien, ' 


And eke ſuch Way I taught her for to teache, 
That never oy ought 1 ſo hie might reach. 


Ever more ths to content his Maiſtreſſe, 
That was his only frame of Honeſtie; 
I ſtirred him ftill toward gentleneſſe, 


And cauſed im to regard Fidelitie. 


Pacience I taught him in Adverſitie, 
Such Vertues learned he in my great Schole, 


- Wherof repenteth now the ignorant Foole. 


Theſe were the ſame Deceites, and bitter Gall 


That I have uſed, the Torment and the Anger, 


Sweeter then ever did to other fall. | © þ 


© 
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She ſmiling, at the whiſted Audience, 
It liketh me, quod ſhe, to have heard your Queſtion, 
But longer Time doth aske a Reſolution. 


Nd eee e 
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Of right good Seeds, ill Fruite loe thus I gather, . 
And ſo {hall he that the unkind doth further, TT 
A Serpent nouriſh I under my Wing, 
And now of Nature ginneth he to ſting. 

And for to tell, at laſt, my great Service, 
From thouſand Diſhonefties have I him drawen, 
That, by my Meanes him in no maner wyſe, 
Never vile Pleaſure once hath overthrowen, 
Where in his Dede fhame hath him alwaies gnawen, 
Douting Report that ſhould come to her Eare, 
Whom now he blames her wonted he to feare. 

«What ever he hath of any honeſt Cuſtome, 

Of her, and me, that holdes he every whit, | Fol. XXVII. 
But loe, yet never was there nightly Fantome 
So farre in Exrour, as is from his Wit, | 
To plaine an us, he ſtriyeth with the bit, | 
Which may rule him, and do him Eaſe and Paine, 
And in one Hower make all his Griefe his Gayne. 

But one Thing yet there is above all other, 
I gave him Winges, wherwith he might up flye 
To Honour and Fame, and if he woulde, to higher 
Then mortall Thinges, above the ſtarry Skye, ji 
Conſidering the Pleaſure that an Eye _ 
Might geve in Earth, by reaſon of the Love ; 
What ſhould that be that laſteth ſtill above? i 

And he the ſame himſelfe hath ſaid e'er this, | 
But now, forgotten is, both that and I, . 
That gave him her his onely Welth and Bliſle, | 
And at this Woord, with deadly ſhreke and crye 
Thou gave her once (quod I) but by and by | 
Thou tooke her ayen b me, that Wo worth thee 
Not I, but price, more worth than thou (quod he.) Os 

At laſt eche other for himſelfe concluded, 
I trembling ſtill, but he, with ſmall Reverence, if 
Loe, thus as we eche other have accuſed, | 
Dere Lady, now we wayte thine onely Sentence, 
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The Lover's ſorowful] State maketh him write ſo- 
_— Songes, but ſuch, his Love may change the 
ame. 


— 


DP 


Arvell no more, altho' 0 
| | The Songes I ſinge do mone, 
XVII. | For other Life then Woe 
| I never proved none. 
And in my Harte alſo, 
Is graven with Letters deepe, 
A Thouſande Sighes, and mo, 
A Flood of Teares to weepe. 
How many a Man in ſmarte, 
Find Matter to rejoyce : | 
How many a Morning Harte 
| Set forth a pleaſant Voice: 2 | 
„ Playe who fo can that part, 
Nedes muſt in me appere, * : „ - 
| How Fortune overthwart 9 5 
. | Doth cauſe my Morning chere. 
Perdy there is na Man, 
If he ſaw never fight, 
That perfitly tell can, 
The Nature of the light. 
Alas! how ſhoulde I than, 
7 That never taſt but ſowre, 
| But do as I began, | 
Continually to lowre, 
But yet perchance ſome chaunce 
, - May chaunce to change my Tune, 
And hen (ſuch) chaunce doth chaunce 
Than ſhall I thank Fortune. | 
And if I have (ſuch) chaunce, 
Perchance or it be long, | 
For (ſuch) a pleaſant chaunce, 


To ſing ſome pleaſant Song. 


* 
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Me and my Welfare to oppreſſe, 


And I am left all comfortleſſe. 


0 
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The- Lover complaineth himſelf forſaken. a 


HERE ſhall I have at mine owne will, 

Tears to complaine? where ſhall I ſet 
Such Sighes, that I may ſigh my fill, 
And then againe my plaintes repete ? 


For though my plaint ſhall have none end, 


My Teares cannot ſuffiſe my Woe : 

To mone my Harme, have I no Frende, 

For Fortunes Frende is 3 —_ . 
Comfort (God wot) els have I none, 


But in the Wind to waſt my Woordes 


Nought moveth you my dedly mone, 

But ſtill you turn it into boordes. | 
I ſpeake not how to move your Harte Fol, XXVIII. 
That you ſhould rue upon my Paine, | 

'The Sentence geven may not revert, 

I know ſuch Labour were but vaine. 

But fins that I for you (my dere) | 

Have loſt that Thing, that was my beſt, os 

A right ſmall Loſſe it muſt appere, . 

To leſe theſe Woordes, and all the reſt. 

But though 8 in the Wind, 

Yet ſhall they ſhew your falſed Faith, woe 
Which 1s returned to his kinde, 


For like, to like, the Proverbe ſaith. 


Fortune, and you did me avaunce, | 
Methought I ſwam, and could not drowne : f 
Ee of al but my miſchaunce, | 
Did lift me up to throw me downe. 

And you with her, of cruelneſſe, 

Did ſet your Foote upon my Necke, 

Without Offence your Harte to wrecke. 

Where are your pleaſaunt Woordes ? (alas |) 

Where is your Faith, your ſtedfaſtneſſe 

There is no more but all doth paſſe, . 
But fins ſo much it doth you greve, e 
And alſo me my wretched Lyfe, 

Have here my Trouth nought ſhall relieve, 
But Death alone, my wretched Strife, 


Tbere- 


FO 


and SONETTES, T1 


Therefore farewell, my Life, my Death, 5 
My Gayne, my Loſſe, my Salve, my Sore; 

Fare well alſo, with you my Breath, 

For J am gone for evermore. 1 


eie 
Of his Love that pricked her Finger with a Nedle. 


HE fate and ſowed that hath done me the wrong 
Wherof I plain, and have done many a Day; 
And, whilſt ſhe heard aq plaint in piteous Song, 
She wiſht my Harte the Sampler that it lay. 
The blinde Maiſter, whom I have ſerved ſo long 
Gzudging to heare, that he did heare her ſay, 
lade her own Weapon do her Finger blede, 
To -" if pricking were ſo good indede. 
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. Of the ſame, 


2 
K 7 HAT Man hath hearde ſuch Crueltie before, 
That when my plaint remembred her my Woe 
That cauſed it, ſhe cruell more and more,, 
Wiſhed eche Stitch, as ſhe did fit and ſow, 
Had prickt my Harte, for to encreaſe my ſore ; 
And as I thinke, ſhe thought it had been ſo, — 
For as ſhe thought, this is his Harte indede, 5 
She pricked hard, and made her ſelf to blede. 
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Requeſt to Cu pide for Revenge of his unkinde Love, 


Ehold Love, thy Power, how ſhe deſpiſeth, 
My greyous Paine, how little ſhe regardeth 
The ſolemne Oathe wherof ſhe takes no cure, 
22 ſhe hath, and yet ſhe bydeth ſure, 
FRignt at her eaſe, and litle there ſhe dredeth, 
| Weaponed thou art, and ſhe unarmed fitteth 
To thee diſdainfull, all her Life ſhe leadeth 
To me ſpitefull, without juſt Cauſe or Meaſare : 
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SO NGEHS 
Behold Love, how proudly ſhe r ; | i. 
I am in hold, but if thee Pitie meveth, | 
Go, bend thy Bow, that ſtony Hartes breaketh, 

And with ſome ſtroke revenge the greate Diſpleaſure 
Ol thee, and him, that Sorow doth endure, 
And as his Lord thee lowly her entreateth. 
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Complaint for true Love unrequited. 


K 
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HAT vaileth Trouth, or by it to take pain Pol. XXIX. 
To ſtrive by Stedfaſtnes, for td attain A Y 
How to be Juſt; and flee from doubleneſle, 
Since al alike, where ruleth Craftineſſe, 
Rewarded is, both crafty, falſe, and plain, 
Soneſt he ſpedes, that moſt can lie, and faine, 
True meaning Harte is had in highe diſdaine : 2 
Againſt Deceit, and cloked Doubleneſſe, — 
What vaileth Trouth, or perfit Stedfaſtneſſe, 
Deceived is he, by falſe and crafty Train, 
That means no Guile, and faithfull doth remain 
Within the Trap, without Helpe or Redreſſe, 
But for to love, loe, ſuch a ſterne Maiſtreſſe, 
/ Where Crueltie dwelles, alas! it were in vain. 


The Lover that fled Love, now follows it with his 
Harme. 


Ometime I fled the Fier that me ſo brent, 
By Sea, by Land, by Water, and by Winde, 
And now the Coales I folow, that be quent, 
From Dover to Cales, with willing 1 1 n 
Loe, how deſire is both ſprong, and ſpent, 

And he may ſee, that wilome was ſo blind, 
And all this Labour laughes he now to ſcorne, 
Meaſhed in the Briers that erſt was onely torne. 
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The Lover hopeth of better Chaunce, : 


E is not dead, that ſometime had 2 fall, 
1 The Sunne returnes that hid was under Cloud, 
And when Fortune hath ſpit out al her Gall, 
L truſt, good luck to me ſhall be allowed, 
For I have ſene a Ship in Haven fall, 
After the Storme hath broke both Maſt and Shrowd, T 
The Willow eke that ſtoupeth with mg Winde, es : 
Doth riſe again, and greater Wood th binde. | 
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\ The Lover compareth his Harte to the ove * 


Guune. 


HE alen Gunne in his moſt ragyng e, 
When that the Boule is rammed in too ſore, 

And that the Flame cannot part from the Fier, 
Crackes in ſunder, and in the Air do rore 
The ſhevered'Peces : So doth my deſire, / 
Whoſe Flame encreaſeth, aye, from more to more, 
Which to let out, I dare not loke, nor ſpeke, 
So inward force my Harte doth al to breake. 


er, | | 
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The Lover ſuſpected of Change, praieth that it be 
not beleved agqinſt him. 


3 
Ccuſed, though I be, withoute deſert, 
Sith none can prove, believe it not for true, 
For never yet, ſince that you had my Harte, 
Intended I to falſe, or be untrue. 
Sooner I would of Death ſuſtain the ſmart, 
Than breake one Woorde of that I promiſed you ; 
Accept therfore my Service in good part, 
None is alive, that can yl rongues eſchew. 
Hold them as falſe, and let not us depart 
Our Frendſhip old, in hope of any new, 
Put not thy truſt in ſuch as uſe to faine, 
Except thou mind to put thy frende to paine. 
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The Lover abuſed renounceth Love. 


Y Love to ſcorne, my Service to retaine, * 
Therin methought you uſed crueltie, 
Since with good will Io | my Libertie, Pol. XXX. 
Might never Woe yet cauſe me to refrayne, 
But onely this which is Extremitie, 
To geve me nought (alas!) nor to agree, 
That as I was your Man, I might remaine, 
But ſince that thus ye liſt to order me, 
That would have ben your Servant true and faſt, 
leaſe you not, my dotyng Time is paſt, 
2 with my Loſſe to leave I muſt agree, 
For as there 1s a certaine Time to r rages 
So is there Time ſuch Madnes to aſſwage. 
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Me Lover profeſſeth himſelfe conſtant. 


Wg my Breſt I never thought i it Gayne, 
entil Minds the Fredome for to loſe, 
Nor in my . ſanke never ſuch diſdaine, 
To be a Forger, fautleſſe for to diſcloſe: 
Nor I cannot endure the Truth to gloſe, 
Jo ſet a Gloſe upon an earneſt Paine ; 
Nor I am not in number one of thoſe, _ 
That lift to blow retreate to every trayne, 
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The Lover ſendeth his Complaints and Tears to 1 
For Grace. 


P forth my wounted Cries, 
Thoſe cruel Eares to pearce, 
Which in moſt hateful wyſe 

Do ſtill my plaintes reverſe. 


3 Do you, my Teares, alſo 


So wet her barain Harte, 
That Pitie there may gro we, 
And W 


and SONETTES. 
For though hard Rokes among 


She ſemes to have ben bred, 
And of the Here long 
Ben nouriſhed and fed. 
Yet ſhall not Nature change, 
If Pitie once winne Place, 
Whom as unknown and ſtra 
She now away doth chaſc 

And as the Water ſoft, 
Without forcing or Strength, 
Where that it falleth oft, 


Hard Stones dath perce at length: 


So in her ſtony Harte 

My Plaintes at laſt ſhall grave, 
And Rigour ſet apart 

Winne graunt of that I crave. 


Wherefore my Plaintes, preſent 


Still ſo to her my Suit, 

As ye through her afſent 
2 bring to me ſome Frute, 
And as ſhe ſhall me prove 
So bid her me regarde, 

And render Love for Love, 
Which is a juſt Re ward. 


Your Sight fixed ſa faſt, 

Alwaies one to beholde: 

Though hide it faine ye woulde, 

It plainly doth dedlare, 

Who hath your Harte in hold, 

And where good Will ye bare. 
Faine woulde ye find a Cloke, 

Your brenning Fier to hide, 

Yet both the Flame and Smoke, 

Breakes out on every fide. 

Ye cannot Love fo guide, 

That it no Iflue winne, _ 

Abrode nedes muſt it glide 

That brennes ſo hotte within, 


| 


cannot be hidde 
diſſemble. 


OUR Lokes ſo often caſt, 
Your Eyes ſo frendly rolde, 


* 
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The Lovers Caſe # how ever be 


L * 


The Lover pr 
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SON GEN 
For cauſe your ſelf do wink, 
Ye Pate all other blinde, 
And ſecret it you think, | 
Which every Man dothe finde. 
In waſt oft ſpende ye Winde, 
Your ſelfe in Love to quit, 
For Agues of that kinds 4 
Will ſhow who hath the Fit. 
Your Sighes you fetch from farre 
And all to wry your Woe, 
Vet are ye ner the narre, 
Men are not blinded ſo. 
Depely oft ſwere Ye no, 
But all thoſe Oathes are vaine, - 
So well your Eye doth ſhew, 
Who puttes your Harte to paine, 
Think not therfore to hide, 4 
That ſtill it ſelfe betraies, 
Nor ſeke Means to provide 
To darke the oy Dayes. 
Forget thoſe wonted Waves, 
Leave off ſuch frowning chere, 
There will be found no Stayes, 
To ſtoppe a Thing ſo clere. 


ONE EBERT 
refuſed, mi 


aieth not to be diſdained, 
* ſiruſted, nor forſaken, 


Iſdaine me not without deſert, 
| Nor leave me not ſo ſodenly, 

Since well ye wot, that in my Harte 
I meane ye not but honeſtly. . 

Refuſe me not without Cauſe why, 
For think me not to be unjuſt, R_ 
Since that by lott of Fantaſie, | 
This carefull Knot nedes knit I muſt, 

Miſtruſt me not, though ſome there be, 
That faine woulde ſpot my ſtedfaſtneſſe: 
Believe them not, fins that ye ſe, © 
The Profe is not, as they expreſſe. 

Forſake me not, till I deſerve; 

Nor hate me not, till I offende : 
Deſtroy me not, till that I ſwerve, 
But fins ye knowe what Ientende, 


7 


J and S OMNETT ES. 
Diſdaine me not, that ag your ente, 
Refuſe me not, that am ſo true, 


_ Miftruſt me not, tyll all he Kees, 3 : 
Feorſake me not, now, for no new. 


7 
The Lover lamenteth bis Eſtate with Sute for Grace; 


OR want of Will in Wo pleyne, 
Under colour of ſoberneſſe, 
| * with my Sute my Paine, 
My wan hope with your ſtedfaſtneſſe. | 
Awake therfore of gentleneſſe, of 
Regard at length, F you re uire, : N 
My ſwelling Paines of my deſire. 
hBetimes who geveth willingly, | 
Redoubled Thankes aye doth deſerve, : 
And I that ſue unfainedly, | 
In fruitlefle Hope, alas! dofterve. 
How great my Cauſe is for to ſwerve, 
And yet how ſtedfaſt is my Sute, 
Lo, her ye fee, where is the Frute. 
As Hounde that hath, his Keper laſt, 
Seke I your Preſence to obtaine, 
In which my Harte deliteth-moR, 
T And ſhaldelight though I be flaine. 
You may releaſe my Hand df Paine; 
. Loſe then the Care that Ne erye, oct; 
For want of Helpe, .orek 1 dye: * 1 
I dye, bo po . | Fol. XII 
By Proceſſe yet eonſuminglyj, | TE = | 
As waft of Fire, which Saber lan Mr 1 8 
If you as wilfull will deny. 8 25 
Wherfore ceaſe of ſuch Craeltie, © OHIO 
And take me wholly in your Grace, 


| Whieb-lacketh ill ech. 
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The Lover Waileth bj ra Jos 


1 F every Man might him avaunt 
Of Fortunes frindly cheere, 
It was my ſelfe, I muſt it graunt, 


For! have bought it dere: 
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SONGES 
And derely have I held alſo, - 
The Glory of her Name, 
In yielding her ſuch Tribute, lo, 
As did ſet forth her Fame. 

'Sometime I ſtode ſo in her Grace, 

That as I would require, 
Eche Joy, I thought, did me embrace, | 
That furdered my deſire ; N 
And all thoſe Pleaſures, lo, had I, 
That Fanſie might ſupport, 5 
And nothing ſhe did me deny, 
That was unto my Comfort. | 

I had (what would you more perdy, 
Eche Grace that I did crave, 


| "= hus Fortunes will was unto me 


Al Thing that I would have; 
But al to rath, alas! the while 
She built on ſuch a Ground ; | 
In little ſpace, to great a guile, . 
In her now have 1 found. 
For ſhe hath turned ſo her Whele 
That I unhappy Man, 9 
May waile the Time that I did fele 
Wherewith ſhe fed me than ; 
For broken now are her beheſtes, 
And pleaſant Looke ſhe gave, 
And therfore now all my Requeſtes, 
From Peril cannot ſave. 
Yet would I well it might appeare, 
Io her my chief Regard, 
Though my Deſertes have bene to deere 
To merite ſuch Reward, | 
Sins Fortunes will is now ſo bent, 
To plague me thus, poor Man, 
J muſt my ſelfe there with content, 
And beare it as I can. = 


| To his Love that hath geven him Aunſwere of Refuſal. 


f | 'HE Aunſwere that ye made to me, my Deare, 
When I did ſue for my poore Hartes redreſſe, 


Hath ſo appalde my Countenaunce and my cheere, 
That in this Caſe I am all comfortleſſe, 


Sins I of Blame no cauſe can well expreſſe. 


I have 


and SONETTES. 
TI have no Wrong, where I can claime no Right; 
Nought tane me fro, where I have nothing had, 
Vet of my Wo, I cannot fo he quite, 
Namely, fins that another may be glad, 
With that, that thus in Sorow makes me ſad. 
Yer none can claime (I fay) by former grant, 
That knoweth not of any graunt at all; 
And by deſert, I dare well make avaunt, 
Of faithfull Will, there is no where that ſhal, 
Beare you more Trueth, more ready at your Call, 
Nou, good then, call againe that bitter Worde, 
That toucht your Frende ſo nere with pangues of Paine, 
And ſay, my Dere, that it was ſaid in bord, | 
Late, or to ſone, let it not rule the gaine, ö 
Wherwith free will doth trus deſert retainę. 
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To his. Lady, cruell over her yelden Lover. 


UCH is the Courſe that Natures kinde hath wroughte, FohXXXIIL, 
8 That Snakes hath Time to caft away their Stinges, 
gainſt chain'd Priſoners what nede Defence be ſought, 
The fierce Lion will hurt no yielding Thinges : | 
Why ſhould ſuch Spight be nurſed then by Thought ? 4 3 
Sith al theſe Powers are preſt under thy Winges, 
And eke thou ſeeſt, and Reaſon thee hath taught, 
What Miſchief, Malice many waies it brings; 
Conſider eke, that Spight availeth nought, 
Therfore this Song thy fault to thee it ſinges 
Diſpleaſe thee not, for ſaying thus (me thought) 
Nor hate thou him from whom no hate foorth ſprings 
For Furies that in Hell be execrable, e 
For that they hate, are made moſt miſerable, 


SL626262S00020058 SHK2 26 
The Lover complaineth that deadlie Sickhes cannot 


| helpe his Affeccion. 
HE Enemy to Life, decaier of all kinde, 


That with his Colde withers away the Grene, : a 


This other Night me in my Bed did finde, 

And offred me to rid my Fever clene; _ 

And I did graunt, ſo did diſpaire me blin!, 

He drew his Bowe with Arrowes ſharp and kene, 

And ſtrake the Place where Love had hit before, 

And drave the firſt Dart deeper 10008 and more, - 
* 1 : a | | | 2 ; 
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The Lover rejoyceth the enjoying of bis Love, 


O® CE as me thought, Fortune nie kiſt, 
And bade me aske what I thought beſt, 


And I ſhould have dt as me liſt, 
Therewith to ſet my Harte in reſt. 
I asked but my Ladies Harte, 
To have for evermote mine owne ; 
Then at an end were al my ſmart, 
Then ſhould I nede no more to mone, 

Yet for al that a ſtormye blaft 


Had gvertiitn'd this goodly nay: 


And Fortune ſemed at the ſaſt 
That to her Promiſe ſhe ſaide nay. 
But like as one out of diſpaire, 


To fofeynt Hope tevived 1: 


New Fortune ſlie weth her ſelf ſo faire, 
That I content me wonderſly. | 
My moſt deſire, my Hand, mye reache, 
My Will is alway at my Hande, 
Me nede not long for ro beſeche _ 
Her, that hath Power me to commaunde. . 
What earthly Thing more can I crave: | 
What would I with more at my will? | 


Nothing on Earth more would I have, 


Save that I have, to have it fill _ / 
For Fortune ow hath kept her Promeſle, 
In graunting me my molt deſire, 


Of my Soveraigne I have fedreſſe, 


And I content me with my hire. 


The Lover complaineth the unkiadnes of his Love. 


Y Lute awake, perfonrm* the laſt 
VI Labour that then and 1 mall watt : 
And end that I have now begonne, | 
And when this Song is ſong and paſt, - 


My Lute be fill, for 1 Have dene. 


As to be heard where Care & none, OY 
As Teade to Grave in Marble — he 
My Song may pedyee wer Harte ab ere 
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and SONETTES. 
Should we then ſigh, or ſing, or mone ? 
No, no, my Lute, for Ihave don. 
The Rockes do not Wen 
Repulſe the Waves continually, 
As ſhe my Sute and Affection: 
So that I am paſt remedy 
Whereby my Lute and I have done. hy 
Proude of the Spoile that thou haſt gotte, 
Of ſimple Hartes through Loves ſnot, Fol, MN. 
By whom, unkind, thou haſt them wonne, * | 
As Think not he hath his Bowe forgot, | 
FP Although my Lute and I have done. | 
Vengeance ſhall fall on thy difdaine, 
/T hat makeft but Game on earneft Paine ; 
Think not alone under the Sunne, 
Unquit to cauſe thy Lover's plaine, 
Although my Lute and Ihave done. 
May chaunce theefye withered and- olde, 
In Winter Nights that are ſo colde, 
Plaining in vaine unto the mone, 
Thy Wiſhes then dare not be tolde, 
Care then who lift, for I have done. 
And then maye chaunce thee to re 
The Time that thou haſt loſt and ſpente, 
To cauſe thy Lovers Sighe and Swowne, 
Then ſhalt thou knowe Beauty but lent, 
And wiſhe and want as I have done. 
Now ceaſe my Lute, this is the laſt 
Labour that thou and I ſhall waſt. 
And ended is that we begonne, 
Now is this Song both ſong and paſt, 
My Lute be till, for I have done. 
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How by a Kiſſe he found bot he his Life and * 
Ne that gave the Bee ſo feate a Grace, 


To finde Honey of ſo wondrous a faſhion, 
th taught the Sp ider out of the ſame Place 
To feche Poyſon by ſtraunge alteracion ; 
Though this be ſtraunge, it is a ſtraunger caſe, 
With one Kifle by ſecret Operacion, 
Both theſe at oncè in tha your Lips to finde 


In WT whereof I leave 1 
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The Lover deſeribeth his being taken with bt of | Th. 
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'-- F FN warely fo was never no Man caught, | 
; Wich ſtedfaſt Looke upon a goodly Face, : 
As J of late, for ſodainly methought | 
My Harte was torne out of his Place, SLY 
Thorow mine Eye the ſtroke from hers did ſlide 
And downe directly to my Harte it ranne, | 
In helpe wherof the Bloud thereto did glide, 
And left my Face both pale and wanne. 
. Then was I like a Man for wo amazed, 
Or like the Foule that flieth into the Fire, 
For while that I upon her Beauty gaſed, 
The more I burnde in my defirg. 
Anone the Bloud ſtart in my Face agayne, 
Inflamde with Heate, that it had at my Harte, 
And brought therwith throughout in every vaine, 
A quaking Heat with pleaſant ſmart. Ja 
han was I like the Straw, when that the flame, 
Is driven therin, by force and rage of Winde, 
I cannot tell, alas, what I ſhall blame, 

Nor what to ſeke, nor what to finde. 3 
But well I wot, that Griefe doth holde me fore, 
In Heat and Colde, betwixt both Hope and dfeade, 
That, but her helpe to Healthe do me reſtore) / 

*. This reſtleſſe Life I may not feade, 
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IJ his Lover to looke upon him. 


A* in thy Looke my Life doth whole depend; 

A Thou hideſt thy ſelf, and I muſt die therfore; 
But ſince thou maieſt ſo eaſily helpe thy Frende, 

I Why doeſt thou ſticke to ſalve that thou made ſore? 
Why doe I dye? ſince thou maieſt me defend; * - 
For; if I'die, thy Life may laſt no more, 1 15 
For eche by other doth live and have Reliefe, | 
Tin thy Looke, and thou moſt in my Gtiefe. 


y 
; 


and SONETTES. 6j 


FEE TEE TEE e 


The Lover excuſeth him of Wordes wherewith he was 
unjuſtlie charged. | 


E 


& 


Nerdy I ſayde it nor, | | Folxxxv 
4 — 5 P Nor never thought to doe, 3 
| As well asI ye wot 
have no Power thereto. 
And if I did the Lot 
That fixft did me enchayne, So 
May newer flake the knot, 
But ftraite it to my paine. . 
And if I did eche Thing — 
That may do harm or wo, 
Continually may wring 
My Harte where fo I go. g 
| Report may alwaies fing 
Of Shame oi me for aye, 
* If in my Harte did ſpring 
> The Wordes that you doe lay. 
And if I did, eche Starre 
That is in Heaven above, 
May frowne on me to marre 
The hope I have in Love, 
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And if I did, ſuch Warre 1 
As they brought unto Troy, . 1 
Bring al my Life as farre | 
From al his Luft and Joye. 0 
And if I did ſo ſaye, 9 
5 The Beauty that me bounde, 1 ji 
, Encreaſe from Day to Day N 1 
More cruel to my wounde, 8 1 
With al the Mone that may, 9 b 
To plaint may turne my Song, | | 1 
My Life maye ſone decaye 8 1 
Without Redreſſe, by wrong. 1 "0 
If I be cleare from thought, | | "a 
Why do you then complayne? Ef os +66 9855 if 
Then is this Thing but ſought, | l 


To turne my Harte to paine. 
Then this that you have-wtought, 
You muſt it now redreſſe, 

Of right therfore you ought 

Such Rigour to repreſſe. 


10S - 
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222 as 51 have — oy" | | Alas 
i Ten hen, 22 . 
| You never found me lier. And 
For Rachel have Lſexved,,Þ © 8 E'er 
For Lea carde I never, | ; Or t 
And her I have reſerved _ Lea 
Within my Harte for ever. | | And 
| One 
e e e e IE | 
1 2 25 
4 Of ſuch a had forſaken Bim. | 
- Fo X my aloe: Faulcon, and thy Tllones al, 
. 5 How well pleaſaunt it weise your Libertie, Ls 
—. Ye not forſake me, that faire moyght you . 
5 But they that ſometime liked my Company, 
pay ir Lyce away from dead Bodies they crall. 
I what a Proofe in light Ader 


Bor ye my Birds, I ſweare by allyour Belles, 3 f 
Ye be my Frendes, and very fewe. elles. 5 | 


1 


Face that ſhould content me Due * 
Should not be faire, but 2 : 

| | Of lively Looke, al Griefe for touepell | : 
> -< With right good Grace, fo woulde L what ir od, ba 
| Speake without Worde, ſuch Wondes IST ©: | 
| Her Trefle alſo ſhould be of criſped[Galde::: 
1 Et With Wit, and theſe, perchaunee-Lanightibe yd, | 
pb. And knit again with Knot ———— 


; 


How unpoſſible it is 2 Sue. 


4513 AS © 


E Pes my hap i 1 ſlack and ſios in · Lol. XXVI, 
Deſire encreaſing, zy, my Hope — 
With doubtfull 3 that but ena e, 
For 1 8 like, ſo ſwift it is in 8 ee 
SY : Alas ! 


> 


and SONETTES. 65 
Alas! the Snow black, ſhall it be ſcalding, 

The Sea waterleſſe, and Fiſhe upon the Mountaine ? 

The Temmes ſhal back retourne into his Fountaine, 

And where he roſe, the Sunne ſhal take her Lodging, & 
E'er I. in this, finde Peace or Quietneſſe, 

Or that Love, or my Lady, right wiſely 

Leave to conſpire againſt me wrongfully ; ; 

And if I have, after ſuch bitternefle, - > 


One drop of ſwete, my Mouth is out of taſte, 
That al my Truſt and Travell is but waſte. 


FFF 


Of Love, Fortune, and the Lover's Mind. hy 


OVE, Fortùne, and my Mind, which do remember 
Eke that is now, and that once hath bene, 
Torment my Harte ſo ſore, that very often 
I hate and envy them beyond all meaſure. | * 
Love fleeth my Harte, while Fortune is deprivec 
Of all my Comfort; the fooliſh Mind than 
Burneth and plaineth, as one that very ſeldome 
Liveth in reft ; ſo ſtill in Diſpleaſure 
My pleaſaunt Dayes they fete and paſſe, 
And daily d&th mine yll change to the worſe, mY 
While more then halfe is runne now of my Courſe ;. 3 
Alas! not of Stele, but of brittle Glaſſe, | 
I ſee, that from my Hand falleth my Truſt, 
And all my Thoughtes are daſhed into Duſte. 


. ; 
c IROAGAEELIEIIEAKIIKGS 
The Lover prayeth his offered Harte to be received. 


OW oft have I, my dere and cruell Foe, 
With my great Paine to get ſom Peace or Truce, 

even you my Harte ? but you do not uſe, 
In ſo high Thinges, to caſt your Mind ſo low. 
If any other loke for it, as you trow, - 
Theire yaine, weke Hope, doth greatly them abuſe, 
And that thus ] difdain, that you refuſe, | 
It was once mine, it can no more be ſo ; 
If you it chaſe, that it in you can finde, 
In this Exile, no maner of Comfort, 
Nor live alone, nor where he is calde reſort, 
He may wander from his natural kinde. 
So ſhal it be great hurt unto us twaine, | | 
And yours the Loſſe, and mine * deadly * 


— 


66 | 52” OS 6 NGES 
TOTO dee 


The Lover's Life compared to the Alpe 


IK E unto theſe unmeaſurable Mountaines, 
So is my painfull Lite the Burden of yre, 
e be they, and hye is my deſire, 

And I of Teares, and they be full of Fountaines, 
Under craggy Rockes they have barren Plaines, 
Hard Thoughtes in me my woful Mind doth tire, 


75 
350 


8. 


Small Fruit, and many Leaves their Toppes do attire 3 wb 1 


With ſmal Effect great Truſt in me rema ines; 
The boiſterous Winds oft their hie Boughes do blaſt, 
Hotte Sighes in me continually be ſhed, - 
Wilde Beaftes in them, fierce Love in me is fed, 
Unmoveable am I, and they ſtedfaſt. 

Of ſinging Birdes they have the Tune and Note, 
And I alwaies Plaintes paſſing through my Throt. 


N93 8 N 
0 harging of his Love as un piteous, and loving other. 


F amorous Faith, or if an Harte unfained, 
A ſwete Langour, a great lovely Deſire, 
If honeſt Will kindled in gentle Fire, 
If long Errour in a blind Maſe chained, 
If in my Viſage eche Thought diſtained, 
Or my ſpeaking Voice, lower or hyer, | 
Which Fear and ſhame, ſo wofully doth tyre, Pol. XXXVII. 
If pale colour, which Love, alas, hath ftained, h 
If to have another then my ſelf more dere, +l i 
f AI wailing or ſighing continually, | 
With ſorowful Anger fedjng bulily, 
If burning farre of, and if friſing nere, 
Are cauſe that I by Love my ſelf deſttoy, 
\ Yours is the Fault, and mine the great Annoy. 


eee eee 484242722 
2 Renouncing of Love. N 


Arewell Love, and all thy Lawes for ever, 
L Thy baited Hookes ſhal tangle me no more; 
FCenec and Plato call me from thy Love, 
| Topazkt Welth, my Wit for to endever. 


\ 


1 


7 2 N 


and SQNETTES 67 


In blinde Errour, when I did perſever, | 
Thy ſharp Repulſ that pricketh ay fo ſore, 
Taught me in Tylfles that I fer no ftore, | 
But ſcape forth thence, ſince Libertie is lieffer. 
Therfore, farewell, go trouble yonger Hartes, 
And in Time claime no more Authority; 
With ydle Youth go uſe thy Property, 
And theron ſpend thy many brittle Dartes, > | 
For hitherto, though I have Joſt my Time, 5 
' Me liſt no longer rotten Bowes to clime. 


eſs, et» Ss ts, to 


155 eto ot> . Ao. > . en et + i a. At. 
eee SANALY 


1 40 forſaketh his unkynde Love. 


Y- Harte I gave thee not to do it paine, 

But to preſerve, lo, it to thee was taken, 
I ſerved thee not that I-ſhould be forſaken, 
But that I ſhould receive Rewarde againe, 
I was content thy Servant to remaine. ; 
And not to be repayed on this Faſhion. | 
Now, fince in thee there is none other Reaſon, 
Diſpleaſe thee not, if that I doe refraine, * 
Unſaciat of my Wo, and thy Deſire, 
Aſſured by Craft, for to excuſè thy Fault, 


But, ſince it pleaſeth thee to faine default, N 


Farewell, Iſay, departing from the Fire, 
For he that doth beſeve bearing in Hand, 
Ploweth in the Water, and ſowcth in the Sand, 


eee 


The Lover deſcribeth his reſtleſſe State. 


H E flaming Sighes that boyle within my Breſt, =» 
1 Sometime „ forth, and they can well declare 
The Hartes unreft, and how that he doth feare \ 
The Paine therof, the Grief, and all the reſt. | 
The ſhatered Eyen, from whence the Teares do fall, 

Do fele ſome Force, or els they would be dry, SJ 
The waſted Fleſhe of colour ded, can try, | 

And ſometime tell, what Swetenefle in th > ll, 

And he that luſt to ſee, and to diſcearne, 

How Care can ſort within a weried Mind, 

Come he to me, I am that Place aſſynde, 


But for all this, no Force it doth ne harme, N 
15 ö 4 mY CS EE”; Th- 
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Ei: 63 * SONGES 
E The Wound, alas! happe in ſome other Place, 2 
| From whence no Toole away the Skarre can race. = 
But you which of ſuch like Fra! had your part, N 
| Can beſt be judge. Wherfore my Frende fo dere. 
I thought it good my State ſhould pow appere 


n To you, and that there is no great Deſart. 
CEE And whereas we in weighty Matters great, 
| Of Fortune, {aw the Shadow that you know, 
Thin : 


For trifling es I noy am ſtriken ſo, 88 
That though I fele my Hprte dorh wound and beat, 
I fit alone, ſave on the ſekond Day, / | 
My Fever comes, with whome I pende, my Time 
In burning Heat, while that ſhe Ht aſſigne. 
And bd bach Helth and Liberty alway, 
Let him thank God, and let him not provoke 
To have the like of this my painfull Stroke. 


FF 
N Lover laments the Death of his Love. 


H E Piller periſht is whereto I lent, 
The ſtrongeſt tay of mine unquiet Mind. 
The like of it no Man again can finde „ Fol. XXXVIII. 
From Eaſt to Welt ſtill ſeking though he went, | 
To mine unhappe, for happe away hath rent, 
1 Of all my Joy the very Barke and Rinde, 
| And I (alas!) by chaunce am thus aflind, 
. Daily to morne till Death do it relent. 
But ſince that thus it is by Deſteny, | 
What can I more but have a wofull Harte, * 
My Penne in Plaint, my Voice in carefull Cry, £ 


I / 


My Mina in Wo, my Body fill of Smart, 
= And I my ſelfe, my ſelfe alwaies to hate, 
= Tyl dreadfull Death do eaſe my dolefull State. 


The Lover ſendeth Sighes to mone his Suite. 


s 
(3 O, burning Sighes, unto the froſen Harte, 
Go break the Iſe, which Pities painful Dart 
Might never pearce, and if that motall Prayer 
In Heaven be heard, at leaſt, I yet deſire, 
That Death or Mercy end my wofull ſmart. 
4 Take with the Paine, wherof J have my part, 


And eke the Flame from which I cannot ſtarte: | | 
| And | 


4 ** 


And leave me then in reſt, I you require, 
Go, burning Sighes, fulfil that I deſire. 

I muſt go woorke, I ee my Craft and Art, 
For Truth and Faith in her is layde aparte, 
Alas! I cannot therfore now aſſaile her, 

With pitiful Complaint, and ſcalding Fier, 
That from my Brelt diſceivably doth ſtart. 


Nd EO TOE) e ee 


Complaint of the eAbſence of his Lover. 


O feble is the Threde, that doth the Burden ſtay, 

Of my poore Life in heavy plight, that falleth in Decay, 
That, but it have elſewhere ſume Ayde or ſome Succour, * 
The running Spindle of my Fate anone ſhal ende his Courſe. 
For ſince th'unhappie Hower, that did me to 8 8 
From my ſwete Weale, one onely Hope hath ſtated my Life aparte, 
Which doth perſwade ſuch Words unto my ſored Minde, 

Maintain thy ſelf, O wofull Wight, ſome better Luck to finde, 
For though thou be deprived from thy deſired Sight, 
Who can thee tell, if thy Returne be for thy more Delight ? 
Or who can tell thy Loſſe, if thou mayeſt once recover? 
So pleaſaunt Howre thy Wo may wrap, and thee defend, and cover. 
Thus in this Truſt, as yet it hath my Life ſuſtained; 
But now, (alas!) I ſee it faint, and I, by Truſt am trayned. 
The Time doth flete, and I ſee how the Howres do bende 
So faſt, that I have ſcant the ſpace to marke my comming Ende. - 
Weſtward the Sunne from out the Eaſt ſcant ſhewes his Lighte, 
When in the Weſt he hies him ftraight, within the darke of Night. 
And comes as faſt, where he began his Pathe awry, 
From Eaſt to Weſt, from Weſt to Eaſt, ſo doth his Journey lye. 
The Life fo ſhort, ſo fraile, that mortal Men live here, 
So great a Weight, ſo heavy Charge, the Bodies that we bere, 
That when I think upon the Diſtaunce and the Space, 
That doth ſo farre divide me from my dere defired Face, 
I know not how t' attaine the Winges that I require, 
To lift me up, that I might flye, to follow my Defire. 
_ Thus of that Hope, that doth my Life ſome Thinge ſuſtaine, 
Alas ! I feare, and partly feele, full little doth remaine. 
Eche Place doth bring me Griefe where I do not behold | 
Thoſe lively Eyes, which of my Thoughts were wont the Keis to holde. 
Thoſe Thoughts were pleaſaunt, ſwete, whilft T enjoyed that Grace, 
My Pleaſure paſt my preſent Paine, when I might well embrace. 
And, for becauſe my Want ſhould more my Wo encreaſe, 
In Watch and Slepe, both Day and Night, my Will doth never ceaſe, 
That Thinge to wiſhe, wherof ſince T did loſe the fight, 
Was never Thinge that mought in oughte my wofull Harte delight. 


2 


\ 
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Do me provoke, I will returne, my Plaint thus to repeate. 
For there is nothing els, ſo toucheth me within, 


I might forbeare with better will than this that did me bringe, 


70 SONGES:: Z 
Th' uneaſy Life I lead, doth teach me for to mete 


The Flouds, the Seas, the Land, the Hills that dothe them entermete That 
Twene me, and thoſe ſhene Lightes, that wonted for to clere | 
My _— Pangs of cloudye Thoughts, as bright as Phebus Sphere. All t 

Ie teacheth me alſo what was my pleaſaunt State, $4 . At ot 

The more to feele, by ſuch-Re 0 how that my Welth doth bate. And 
If ſuch Record (alas!) provoke th'enflamed Mind, — Ir ſtu 

Which ſprong that Day, that I did leve the beſt of me behinde. Such 
If Love forgeat himſelfe, by length of Abſence let, . And 
Who doth me guide (O wofull Wretch !) upto his bayted Net? The 
Where doth encreaſe my Care; much better were for me, Ther 
As dumme as Stone, al Thinge forgot ſtill abſent for to be. ; My $ 
Alas | the clere Chriftall, the bright tranſplendant Glaſſe, When 
Doth not bewraye the Colours hid, which underneth it haſe: Fal. Whet 
As doth th'accumbred Sprite the thoughtfull Throwes diſcover, XXXIX. Betwe 
Of Teares delite, of fervent Love, that in our Hartes we cover, Then 
Out by theſe Eyes, it ſheweth that evermore delight, _ And i 


In Plaint and Teares to ſeeke Redrefle, and eke both Day and Nighte 
Thoſe kinds of Pleaſures moſt wherin Men ſo rejoyce, 

To me they do redouble ftill of ſtormy Sighes the Voyce. | * 
For JI am one of them, whom Plaint doth well content, 

It fits me well, my abſent Welth me ſemes for to lament. | T 
And with my Teares, t'aflay to charge mine Eyes twayne, | 
Like as my Harte above the brinke is fraughted full of Paine. 

And for becauſe thereto, that theſe faire Eyes do treate, 


Where they rule all, and I alone nought but the Caſe or Skyn, 
Wherefore I ſhall return to them, as Well, or Spring, 

From whom deſcendes my mortal Wo above al other Thing. 

So ſhal mine Eyes in Paine accompany my Harte, 5 
That were the Guides, that did it leade of Love to feele the Smaxt, 5 
The criſped Gold, that doth ſurmount Apollo's Pride, „ 
The lively Streames of pleaſaunt Starres that under it doth glyde. 
Wherein the Beames of Love do ſtill encreaſe their Heate 5 
Which yet fo farre touche me to nere, in colde to make me ſweate. 
The wiſe and pleaſaunt Talke ſo rare, or els alone, 5 
That gave to me the curteys Gift, that erſt had never none. 

Be farre from me, alas! and every other Thinge, 


With pleaſaunt Woord and Chere, redreſſe of lingred Paine, ; 
And wonted oft in kindled Will to Vertue me to traine, — 
Thus am I forſt to heare, and harken after Newes, 

My Comfort ſcant, my large Defire in doubtful Truft renewes, 
And yet with more Delite to mone my woful Caſe, _ 4 | 
I muſt complain thoſe Hands, theſe Armes that firmelye do embrace, 
Me from my ſelfe, and rule the Sterne of my poore Life, - 
The ſwete Diſdaines, the Fleaſayut Wraths, and eke the lovely Strife, 


= in 0 


„ and SO NETTE. 71 

That wonted well to tune in Temper juſt and mete, 

The Rage, that oft did make me erre, by Furour undiſcrete, 

All this 1s hid from me, with ſharp and raged Hilles, | 

At others Will my longe abode, my depe Diſpaire fulfilles. 

And of my Hope ſometime riſe up, by ſome Redreſle, 

It ſtumbleth ftreite, for feable faint, my Feare hath ſuch exceſſe. 

Such is the ſort of Hope, the leſſe for more Deſire, 

And yet I truſt e'er that I die, to ſee that I require. 

The reſting Place of Love, where Vertue dwells and growes 

There I deſire my wery Life, ſometime may take Repoſe. 

My Song, thou {halt attaine, to finde the pleaſaunt Place 

Where A doth live, by whom I live, may chaunce to have this Grac 

When ſhe hath read, and ſene the Griefe, wherin I ſerve, | 
: Betwene her Breſtes ſhe ſhal thee put, there ſhal ſhe thee reſerve. 

Then tell her, that I come, ſhe ſhal me ſhortly ſee, 

And if for waight the Body faile, the Soule ſhal to her flee. 


| RENE RELATED REN 


The Lover blameth his Love for renting of the 
Letter he ſent\ her. = 


Uffiſed not (Madame) that you did teare, 
My woful Harte, but this alſo to rent, 
The weeping Paper that to you I ſente, 7 
Wherof eche Letter was writyen with a Teare ? 
Could not my preſent Paines (alas) ſuffiſe | 
Your gredy Harte ? and that my Harte doth feele 
7 Torment that prick more ſharper then the Steele, 

But nem and new muſt to my Lot ariſe ? J 
Uſe then my Death, ſo ſhal your Cruelties, 

Spite of your Spite, rid me from al my Smart, 
And I no more ſuch Tormentes of the Harte 
Feele as I do, this ſhal I gaine therby. 
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X 7 HEN firſt mine Eies did vie we and marke, 
Thy faire Beauty to beholde; N 
And when my Eares liſtned to hark 
: The pleaſant Wordes that thou me tolde, 
_ | I would as then I had bene free, 


hat From Eares to heare, and Eyes to ſee. WE N . | ak 
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- | The Lover curſeth the Time when, firſt he fell in Love. 
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SONGES 


And when my Lippes gan firſt to move, 
Wherby my Harte, to thee was knowne ; 
And when my Tong did talk of Love, 1 
To thee that haſt true Love down throwne, Fol. XI. 
I would my Lippes and Tong alfo, 
Had then ben doume, no deale to go, 
And when my Hands have handled ought, 
That thee hath kept in Memory ; 
And when my Feet have gone and ſought, 
To finde and get thy Company, 
I would eche Hand a Foot had bene, 
And I eche Foot a Hand had ſeene ; 
And when in Mind I did conſent, 
To follow this my Fanſies will; 
And when my Harte did firſt relent, 
To taſte ſuch Bayte my Life to ſpill, 
I wonld my Harte had bene as thine, 
Or els thy Harte had bene as mine. 
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The Love? determineth to ſerve faithfully. 


INCE Love will nedes, that I ſhall love, 
Of very Force I muſt agree, 
And fince no Chaunce may it remove, 
In Welth and in Ad verſitie, 
I ſhall alway my ſelfe applie, 
Io ſerve and ſuffer paciently. 
Though for good Will I finde but Hate, : 
And cruelly my Life to waſte, 
And though that till a wretched State, 
Should pine my Daies unto the laſt, 
Yet I profeſle it willingly, 
To ſerve and ſuffer paciently. 
For ſince my Harte is bound to ſerve, 
And I not Ruler of my owne, 


W Whatſobefal, till that I ſterve, 


By Proof full well it ſhal be knowne, 
at 1 ſhal ſtill my ſelfe applye 
To ſerve and ſuffer paciently. 
|  / Yet, though my Griefe finde no Redreſſe, 
. ſtill encreaſe before mine Eies, 
Though my Reward be Cruelneſſe, 
With all the Harme, happe can deviſe, 
Yet I profeſle it willingly, | 
To ſerve and ſuffer paciently. 


Yea, though Fortun her*pleaſaunt Face 
Should ſhew to ſet me up a lofte, | x 
And ſtraight my Welth for to deface, Ih, 
Should writhe away, as ſhe doth oft, 
Yet would I ſtil my ſelfe applie 
To ſerve and ſuffer paciently. | 
1 Ther is no Grief. no Smart, no Wo, 
That yet I feele, or after ſhal, 
That from this Mind may make me go ; \ 
And whatſoever me befall, | b 
I doe profeſſe it willingly, 
To ſerve and ſutfer paciently, 


A m 05 455253300 05599 
The Lover ſuſpected, blameth ill Tonges. 
Miet Minds be moved == 


To have me in ſuſpe& ; 
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1 The Trouth it ſhal be proved, 
Which Time ſhal once detect. 
Though Falſhed go about, 
Of Crime me to accule, 
At length Ido not dout. 
But Truth ſhal me excuſe. , 
Such Sauce as they have ſerved, „ | 
To me Without deſert ; | | 
Even as they have deierved, 4 
Therof God ſend them part. : 4 
7... ͤ I 
The Lover complaineth, and his Lady comfarteth. | 
ö Lover, JT burneth, yet, alas my Hartes deſire, 1 
Ladye, ] What is the Thinge that hath enflamed thy Harte? th 
Lover, A certaine Point, as tervent as the Fier, | — 8 
Ladye, The Heat ſhal ceaſe, if that thou wilt convert, 
Lover, I cannot ſtop the fervent raging Yre. : \o 
Ladye, What may 1 do, if thy ſelf cauſe thy Smart ? Fol, XLI. | 
Lover, Heare my Requeſt, and rew my weping Chere, | | 
Ladye, With right good Will fay on, lo, Ithee hear. 1 
Lover, That Thing would I, that maketh to content. 1 
Lache, Thou ſekeſt, perchaunce of me, that I may not. 4 | 
X Would „thou wouldeſt, as thou maift, well aflent, 
Ladye, That I may not thee Griefe, is mine, God wor, 
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Lover, But I it feele, what ſo thy Wordes have ment, 
Lache, Suſpe& me not, my Wordes be not forgot. 
Lover, hen ſay, alas! ſhal IT have helpe or no, 
| Ladye, T fee no Time to aunſwer yea, but no. 
Lover, Say yea, dere Harte, and ſtand no more in dout, 
Lade, I may not grant a Thing that is fo dere. 
Lover Lo, with delayes thou Uriveſt me till about; 
Thou wouldeft my Death it Ry doth appere ; 
_ Firſt, may my Harte his Blood, and Life blede out, 
Then for my ſake, alas! thy Will forbeare. 
From Day to Day, thus waſteth my Life away, 
Yet for the beſt ſuffer mom ſmall delay. ; 
Now good, ea, do once ſo 5 dy e, 
If1 71 — 4 ſhould thereof — ! : 
An Harte in Paine, of Succour ſo ſhould ſpede, 
Twixt yea and nay my dout ſhal ftill renew. 
| My Swete, ſay yea, and do away this dreade. 
Ladye, Thou wilt nedes ſo, be it ſo, but then be trewe, 
Nought would I els, nor other Treaſure none, 
Thus Hartes be woone by Love, requeſt and mone. 


FFF 
Why Love is Blinde. 


F purpoſe, Love choſe firſt for to be Blinde, 
For he with ſight of that, that I beholde, 

Vanquiſht had ben, againſt all godly kinde, 
His Bow your Hand, and Truſſe Thou d have unfold. 
And he with me to ſerve had ben aſſinde, | 
But, for he blinde, and reckleſſe would him holde, 
And ſtill, by Chaunce, his dredly Strokes beſtowe, 
With ſuch as fee, I ſerve and ſuffer Wo. | 
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Jo his unkiud Love. 


[i 8 | 
| HAT Rage is this? What Furour ? Of what Kinde? 
V What Power? What Plague doth wery thus my Minde? 
Wathin my Bones to rankle is aſlinde, Ho 0 
What Poiſon pleaſaunt ſwete ? f | 
Lo, ſee mine Eyes flow with continual Teares, 
The Body ſtill away ſleepleſſe it weares, ; 
My Foode nothing, my fainting Strength repaires, 
Nor doth my Limmes ſuſtaine, 
In depe wide Wound, the dedly Stroke doth turne 
To cureleſle Skarre that never ſha] returne ; 85 
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and SONETTES. 


Go to, Triumph, Rejoice, the goodly tnrne, 
Thy Frende thou doeſt opprefſe. 

Oppreſle thou doeſt, and haft of him no Cure ; 
Nor yet my Plaint no Pitie can procure: 
Fierce Tyger fell, hard Rocke without recure, 
Cruell Rebell to Love. ; 

Once may thou love, never beloved againe, 
So love thou ſtill, and not thy Love obtaine ; 

So wrathfull Love, with ſpites of juſt Diſdaine, 
May threat thy cruell Harte, 


10S 
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The Lover blameth his inſtant Deſire. 


Bo. (alas!) my Maiſter, and my Foe, : 
So ſore altered thy ſelf, how maiſt thou ſee ; 
Sometime thou ſeekeſt, and driveſt me to and fro, 
Sometime thou leadeſt, that leadeth thee and me; 
What Reaſon is to rule thy Subjectes ſo, 

By forced Law, and mutabilitie ? | | 
For where by thee I doubred to have blame, 
Euen now n againe I doubt the ſame. 


. 
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- The Lover complaineth his Eſtate. : 


' See that Chaunce hath choſen me, 
Thus ſecretly to live in Paine, 
And to another geven thee free, 
Of al my Loſſe to have the gayne. 
By Chaunce aſſinde thus do I ſerve, | 
And other have that I deſerve. ; 
'Unto my ſelfe ſome Tyme alone, 
I do lament my woful Caſe, 
But whar availeth me to mone, 
Since Trouth and Pitie hath no Place 
Ipthem, to whom I ſue and ſerve, 
And other have that I deſerve. 4 
Io ſeke by meane to change this Mind, 
Alas ! I prove it will not be, ns 
For in my Harte I cannot finde, 


Once to refrayne, but ſtill agree; Bo 


As bound by Force alway to ſerve, 
And other have that I deſerve. 
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SONGES 

Such is the Fortune that I have, 
To love them moſt that love me left ; 
And to my Payne to ſeek and crave, 
The Thing that other have poſſeſt. 
So thus in vayne alway I ſerve, 
And other have that I deſerve. 

And till I may appeaſe the Heate, 
If that my happe will happe ſo well, 
To wayle my Wo iny Harte ſhal freate, 


Whoſe penſif Paine my Tong can tell; 


Yet thus unhappy muſt I ſerve, 
And other have that! deſepve. 


Of his Love called Anna. 


HAT Word is that, that changeth not, 
Though it be turned, and mage in twaine ; 
It is myne Anna, God it wote, 
The onely cauſer of iny Paine. 
Love that medeth with Diſdaine. 
Yet is it loved, what will you more? 


It is my Salve, and eke my Sore. 
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4 


That Pleaſure is mixed with every Paine. 


View: Thornes that ate ſo ſharpe and kyne, 
Beare Flowers we ſee, full freſh and faire of hue ; 
Poylon is allo put in Medicine, 5 a 
And unto Man his Health doth oft renue, 

The Fier that all Thinges eke conſumeth clene, 
May hurt and heale, then if that this be true, 

I truſt ſometime my Harme may be my Health, 
Sins every Wo is joyned with fome Wealth, 
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N N N FM 
Riddle of a Gift geven by a Ladie. 


\ Ladie gave me a Gift ſhe had not, 15 F 
A And I received her Gift which I toke not ; . 5 
he gave it me willingly, and yet ſhe would not, ; I 
And I received it, albeit, I coulde not ; | 
If ſhe geve it me I force not; 
And if ſhe take it againe ſhe cares not. 
Conſter what this is, and tell not, 
For I am faſt ſworne I may not. 


1 | 
Peake thou, and ſpede, where Will or Power ought helpeth ; 
Where Power doth want, Will muſt be wonne by Welth. | 
For Nede will ſpede, where Will woorkes not his kinde, & 
And gayne thy Foes, thy Frendes ſhall cauſe thee fynd ; | 
For Suite and Golde, what do not they obtayne ? 
Of good and bad the Triers are theſe twayne: 
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He ruleth not, though he Reigne over Realmes that 
is ſubject to his owne Luſtes. 


F thou wilt mighty be, flee from the Rage Fol. XLII. 
| I of cruell Will, and ſee thou keepe thee free 
From the foule Yoke of ſenſuall Bondage; 3 
For though thine Empire ſtretche to Indian Sea, — — 
And for thy Feare tremhleth the fardeſt 
If thy Deſyre have over thee the Power, 
Subject then, art thou, and no Governour. 

If to be Noble and High thy Mind be moved, 
Conſider well thy Grounde, and thy Beginning, 
For he that hath eche Starre in Heaven fixed/ 

And geves the Moone her Hornes and her eclipſing, 
A Iyke hath made the Noble m his working, 
So that wretched, no way, may thou be, 
Except foule Luft and Vice do conquer thee, 
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Al were it ſo, thou had a Flood of Golde, 


Vnto thy Thirſt, E ſhould it not ſuffice ; FARO TES 


And though with Indian Stones a Thouſand folde, . 
More precious then can thy ſelfe deviſe, - 
Ycharged were thy Backe, thy covetiſe, 

And buſy rv yet ſhould never let, 
Thy wretched Lyfe, ne do thy Death profet. 
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Whether Libertie by loſſe of Life, or Life in Priſon 
and Trade, 3 to be preferred, 4 


YKE as the Byrde within the Cage encloſed, 

The Dore unſparred, her Foe, the Hawke without, 
*Twixt Death and Priſon piteouſſy oppreſſed, 
Whether for to chuſe ftandeth in dout ; 
Lo, ſo do I, which ſeke to bring about, 

Which ſhould be beſt by Determinacion, 
By loſſe of Life, Libertie, or Life by Priſon. 
O Myſchief! by Miſchief to be redreſſed, 
Where Paine is beſt, there lyeth but little Pleaſure. 
By ſhort Death better to be delivered, 
Then byde in painfull Life, Thraldome and Dolour. 
Small is the Pleaſure where much Paine we ſuffer, 
Rather therfore to chuſe, me thinketh Wiſdome, 
By loſſe of Life, Libertie, then Life by Priſon. 
And yet, methinkes, although TI live and ſuffer, 
I do but wayte a Time and Fortunes chaunce ; 
Oft many Thinges do happen in one Hower, 
That which „ me now may me advance; 
In Time is truſt, which by Deathes Grevaunce 
Is wholy loſt; then were it not Reaſon? 
By Death to chuſe Libertie, and not Life by Priſon. : 
But Death, were Deliverance, where Life lengthens Paine, 
- theſe two Ills, let ſee now chuſe the beſt, RY 
is Bird to deliver that here doth playne ; x 
What ſay ye Lovers, which ſhal be the beſt, - 
In Cage Thraldome, or by the Hawke Oppreft ? 
And which to chuſe make playne Concluſion, 
By loſſe of Life, Libertie, or Life by Priſon, 
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ED EEO EO 
eAgainſt Hourders of Money. 


OR ſhamefaſt Harme of great and hateful Nede, 
F In depe Diſpayre, as dyd a Wretch go, 
With redy Corde, out of his Life to ſpede, 
His ſtumbling Foote, did fynde an Hoorde, lo « 
Of Golde, I ſay, where he prepared this Dede, D 
And in exchan 7 he left the Corde, tho N 
He that had hid the Golde, and founde it not, 
Of that he found he ſhap'd bis Necke a Knot. 


Roe ono ung coop op e 


Deſcription of a Gunne. 


Neane „ begat me, Minerva me taught, a 
Nature my Mother, Craft nouriſh'd me Yere by Lere, 
T hree Bodies are my Foode, my Strength is in naught, | 
Anger, Wrath, Waſte, and Noyſe, are my Children dere; 
 Getle Frende what I am, and how I am wraught, | 
Monſter of Sea, or of Lande, or of elswhere; 
Know me, and uſe me, and I may the defend, 
And if I be thine Enemie, I may thy Life ende. 


asg 2020888 


Wiate being in Priſon, to Brian. 


argh are my Foode, my Drinke are my Teares, Fol. XIIv. 
Clinking of Fetters would ſuch Muſike crave, | 
| 


POV 


Sioke, and cloſe Ayre, away my Lite it weare, 
Poore Innocence is all the Hope I have. 

Raine, Wynd, or Weather, judge I by mine Eares ; 
Malice aſſauts that Righteouſneſs ſhould have. ” SI 
Sure am I, Brian, this Wound ſhal heal  againe, : 

But Jet, alas! the Skarre * ſill remaine, 
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/ | GEIGER eee 
Of diſembling Mordes. 6 


roughout the World, if it were ſought, 
\ Fayre Wordes ynough a Man ſhal fynde, 
They bee good chepe, they coft right nought, 
Their Subſtance is but onely wynde; | 
But well to ſay, and fo to meane, 
That ſwete Accord is ſeldome ſene, 
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be Meane and ſure Eſtate. Fe 


| Tand who ſo lift upon the ſlipper Wheele, | 
Y Of high Eftate, and let me here rejoyce, — 
And uſe my Life in quietneſſe eche dele, | 1 
Unknowen in Court, that hath the wanfon Joyes, 
In hidden Place my Time ſhal flowly paſle ; 
And when my Yeres be paſt withouten Noyſe, 
Let me dye olde, after the common trace, 
For Grypes of Death doth he too yarely paſſe, 
4 That knowne is to all, but to himſelfe, alas! 1 
He dieth unknowne, daſed with dreadfull Face. 


E e e 
; Tae Courtiers Life. 


N Court to ſerve, decked with freſhe Arraye, 

Of ſugred Meates, feling the ſwete Repaſt, 

The Life in Bankets, and ſundry kindes of Playe, 

Amyd the preſſe of wordly Lookes to waſte, 

Hath with it joyned oft Times ſuch bitter Taſte, 

That who ſo joyes ſuch kinde of Life to holde £58 
In Prifon, Joyes fetred with Chaines of Golde, 1 


and SONETTES. i LL, 


C 
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Oo diſappoint ed Purpoſe by Negligence, 4 


E, Carthage, he that worthy Warriour Do 1 
| Could overcome, bug could not uſe his Chance Z e 
And I like wyſe of all m endevour, | 


Ihe ſharpe Conqueſt t my Kos Fortune did avaunce 
Ne could I uſe. The Holde that is geven over, 
I unpoſſeſſe, fo hangeth now in Balance; 
Of Warre, my Peace, Rewarde of all my Payne, 


* | =. At Mountzon thus I reſtleſſe reſt in Spaine. 
S CE EN feed H 
e Of bis Returne from Spaine. 


7 4 G US 2 that Weſtward with thy Stremes; 
Turns up the Graines of Gold already tried ; 

For:I with *. and Saile, go ſeke the Temmes, 

Gaynward the Sunne that ſheweth her welthy pryd, 

And to the Towne that Brutus 2 Dreams; 

Lyke bended Moone that leaves her luſty Syde, 58 
My King, my Countrey, I ſeke for, whom I live, " Is 
O mighty Fove / the Wyndes for this me geve. 


8 6 
of ſodaine Truſtiag. 


Dyes by Deſire, I did this Dede, 
To daunger my ſelfe withacy Cauſe why, 


To truſt th'untrue not lyke to ſpede, 
To Speak and Promiſe AF | RP. 
But now the Proofe doth verify, © | 5 : 
| That who ſo trufteth, e'er he | i 
1 5 Dok ink pee Tos „ 5 


3 


—_—_} S$SONGES 


. e TOE TOTES N 


Of the Mother that eat her Childe at the Siege of * 
Jeruſalem. 


1 N doubtfull Breſt whyles motherly pitty, Fol. XL V. 
Wich furious Famine ſtandeth at Debate ; 515 

The Mother ſaith, O! Childe unhapy, at 

Returne thy Blood wher thou hadſt Mylke ef late; 

Veld me thoſe Limmes that I made unto thee, 

And enter there where thou wert generate ; 

For of one Bodie, againſt all Nature, 

To an other muſt I make Sepulture. 


FP 


Of the meane and ſure Eſtate. 
Written to John Poines. 


Y Mother's Maides, when they do Sow and Spinne, 
They fing a Song made of the Ficldiſh Mouſe, 
hat for becauſe her livelod was but thinne, | 

Would needes go ſee her Towniſh Siſter's Houſe. 

She thought her ſelfe endur'd to grievous Payne, 
The ftormy Blaſtes her Cave ſo fore did foule, | 

That when the Furrous ſwimmed with the Rayne, | / 

She muſt lye colde, and wet in fory plight; „„ 
And worſe then that, bare Meate there did remaine, 

To comfort her, when ſhe her Houſe had dight; 

Sometime a Barley Corne, ſometime a Beane, » 

For which ſhe laboured hard both Day and Night, 
In Harveſt Tyme, whyle ſhe might go and gleane, 
And when her Store was ſtroyed with the Floode, 
Then, wel away! for ſhe undone was clene ; 
Then was ſhe faine to take in ſtede of Foode, 
Slepe, if the might, her Hunger to begyle; 

My Siſter, quod ſhe, hath a living good, 

And hence from me ſhe dwelleth not a Myle: 

In Colde and Storme ſhe lyeth warme and drye 

In Bed of Downe ; the Durt doth not defyle 

Her tender Foote, ſhe labours not as I; 1 
Richely ſhe fedes, and at the riche Mannes coſt, 
Md for her Meate ſne nedes not crave nor cry. 


'and SONETTES, 
By Sea, by Lande, of Delicates the moft, | 
Her Cater ſekes, and ſpateth for no perell; 
She fedes on boylde Meate, bake Meate, and on roſt, 
And hath therfore no whit of Charge nor Travell. 
And when ſhe lift, the Licoure of the Grape 
Doth glad her Harte, till that her Bely ſwell, 
Aud at this Journey makes ſhe but a jape, 
So forth ſhe goes, truſting of all this Wealth, 
With her Sifter her part ſo for to ſhape, _ 
That if ſhe might ther kepe her ſelfe in Health, 
To live a Lady while her Life doth laft. | 
And to the Dore now is ſhe come by ftealth, 
And with her Foote anone ſhe ſcrapes ful faſt; 
Th'other for feare, durſt not well fcarce appeare, 
Of every Noyſe ſo was the Wretch agaſt. | 
At laſt he asked ſoftly, Who was there? 
And in her Language, as well as ſhe could, 
Pepe (quod the other) Siſter, I am here. E e 
Peace + nee the Towne Mouſe) why ſpeakeft thou ſo loude, 
And by the Hande ſhe tooke her faire and well; ; 
Welcome, quod ſhe, my Sifter, by the Roode. 
She feſted her, that Joy it was to tell 
The feare they had, they dranke the Wyne 
And as to purpoſe now and then it fell, | 
She chered her, with, how, Sifter, what chere? 
Amid this Joy befell a fory Chaunce, 
That, well away ! the Straunger bought full dere, 
The feare ſhe had, for as — askance, 
Under a Stole ſhe ſpied two ſteming Eyes, 
In a rounde Heade, with ſharpe Eares. In France 
Was never Mouſe ſo ferde, for the unwyſe, 
Had not yſene ſuch a Beaſt before; j 
Let Nature taught her after her guyſe, | 
To know her Foe, and dread him evermore. 
The Towne Mouſe fled, ſhe knew whether to ga, | x 
The other had no ſhift, but wonders fore, - + hos | | | 
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* 


ſo clere, | 


Ferde of her Life, at Home ſhe wiſht her tho, | „5 

And to the Dote, alas! as ſhe did skippe, Pet, Þ aw 
The Heaven it would, lo, and eke her chaunce was ſo, © 
At the Threfholde her fely Foote did trippe, «© © © x 
And e er ſhe might recover it againe, ' Fol. XLVI. 
The Traitour Cat had caught her by the Hyppe, 85 
And made her there againſt her Will remayne, NN 
That had forgot her poore Suretie, and Reſt, Ws | 
For ſeking Welth wherin ſhe thought to raygne. 5 
Alas; (my Poines) how Men do ſeke the beit, 


Aud finde the worſe, by Errour as they ſtraye, 
And no marvell, when Sight is ſo oppreſt, 


L 2 


oc * Y 


Ws 


4 
= 2 * 
_ 1 
BY Wt r — ET” — TI A— ; 
1 e O52 deat; 


is 
| 
el Y 
9 b 8 
1 
* , 
5 l x 
3 4 
| 5 
an 
* .* 
3 
> $ 
1 
a 
N 


. 
q 


. 


> 


4 


> 


| 


: 
\ 


: 


W SONGES 
And blindes the Guide, anone out of the Way 
Goeth Guide and all, in ſekyng quiet Life. 
O wretched Myndes! there is no Golde that may _ 
Graunt that ye ſeke, no Warre, no Peace, nor Strife, 
No, no, alt | 

Sergeant with Mace, wyth Hawbart, Sword nor Knife, 
Cannot repulſe the Care that folow ſhould, _ 

Eche kynde of Lyfe, hath with him his Diſeaſe, 

Live in Delites, even as thy Luſt woulde, 

And thou ſhalt finde, when Luſt doth moſt thee pleaſe, 
It yrketh ſtraight, and by it ſelfe doth fade. 


A ſmall Thing is it, that may thy Mind appeaſe. 


None of you al there is, that is ſo madde, 
To ſeke for Grapes on Brambles or on Briers, 
For none, I trow, that hath a Witte ſo badde, 
To ſet his Haye for Coneis over Rivers, 
Not ye ſet not a Dragge Net for an Hare. 
And yet the Thing that moſt is your deſire, 
You = miſlyke, with more Travel and Care. 
Make plaine thine Harte, that it be not knotted 
With Hope or Dreade, and fee thy Will be bare 
From all Affectes, whom Vyce hath never ſpotted ; 
Thy ſelfe content with that is Thee aſſinde, 
And uſe it well that is to Thee allotted ; 
Then ſeke no more out of thy ſelfe to an 
The N that thou haſt ſought ſo long before, 
For thou ſhalt feele it ſticking in thy Mynde, 
Made, if ye liſt, to continue your Sore. 
Let prefent paſſe, and gape on Tyme to come, 
And depe thy ſelfe in Travell more and more, 
Henceforth (my Poines,) this ſhal be al and ſome, 
Theſe wretched Fooles ſhal have, nought els of me, 
But, to the great God, and to his Dome; 
None other Paine pray I for them to be, | 
But when the Rage doth leade them from the right, 


| That looking backe ward, Vertue they may ſee, 


Even as ſhe is, fo goodly faire and bright, 
And whilſt they claſpe the yr Luſtes in Armes acroſſe, 
Graunt them, good Lord, as thou mayſt of thy might, 


Teo freat inward, for loſing ſuch a Loſſe. 


oughe thy Hedd were hoopte with Golde; 
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Oy the Courtier's Life. Written to John Poines. 
x 
MI NE own Fohn Poines, ſins ye delight to know, 
| The Cauſes why that homeward ] ine draw, 
And flee the Preaſe of Courtes, where ſo they goe, | 
Rather then to live Thrall under the Awe ; 
Of lordly Lookes, wrapped within my Cloke, 
To Will and Luft, learning to ſet a Law; 
It is not, that becauſe I skorne, or mocke, - / 
The Power of them, whom Fortune here hath lent 
Charge over us, of right to ſtrike the Stroke; 
But true it 1s, that I have always ment, . 
Leſſe to eſteme them, then the common ſort ; © i 
Of outward Thinges, that judge in their entent | „ 
Without regarde, what inward doth reſort; 
I graunt, ſome time of Glory that the Fire 
Doth touch my Heart. Me liſt not to report, 
Blame by Honour, and Honour to deſire; 
But how may I this Honour now attaine, 
That cannot dye the Colour Blacke, a Lyer, 
My Poines, I cannot frame my Tune to fain, 
To cloke the Truth, for Praiſe without Deſert, 
Of them that liſt all Vile for to retayne. 
I cannot honour them that ſet theyr part, ; 
With Venus, and Bacchus, al their Life long, 
Nor holde my Peace of them, although I ſmart, 
I cannot crutche, nor knele to ſuch a Wronge, 
To worſhip them like God on Earth alone, | 
That are as Wolves theſe ſely Lambes among, | . . 
I cannot with my Wordes complayne and mone, n 
And ſuffer nought, nor ſmart without complaint, : a 
Nor turne the Word that from my Mouth is gone ; LE 
I cannot ſpeake and looke like a Saint, OS 
Uſe Wyles for Wit, and make Diſceit a Pleaſure, | 
Call Craft Counſaile, for Lucre ftill to Paint. Fol, XLVIE: © 
I cannot wreſt the Law to fill the Coffer; "i | 
With Innocent Blood to feede my ſelfe fatte, 
And doe moſt Hurt where that moſt Helpe I offer. 
I am not he that can allow the State 
Of hie Ceſar, and damne Cato to dye, ; 
- That with his Death did ſcape out of the Gate, 
From Ceſar's Handes, if Livy doth not Iye, | | 
And would not lyve where Liberty was loft, - : „ 
So did his Harte the Common welth apply. | 


No Force for that, for it is or 
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I am not he, ſuch Eloquence to boſt, 
To make the Crow in ſinging, as the Swanne, 
Nor call the Lyon of Coward Beaſtes the moſt, 
That cannot take a Mouſe as the Cat can. 
And he that dyeth for Hunger of the Golde, 
Call him Alexander, and fay that Pan 
Paſſeth Apollo in Muſike many folde, 
Prayſe Syr Copas for a noble Tale, 1 
And ſcorne the Story thatthe Knight tolde, 
Prayſe him for Counſel, that is dronke of Ale, 
. Grinne when he Laughes, that beareth al the Sway; 
Frowne when he Frownes, and Grone when he is Pale ; 
On others Luft to hang bo Night and Day ; 
None of theſe Pointes would ever frame in me, 
My Wit 1s „ I cannot learne the Way. 
And much the lefle of Thinges that greater be, 

t asken Helpe of Colours to deviſe, 
To joyne the meane with eche Extremitie, 
With nereſt Vertue, ay, to cloke the Vyce ; 
And as to purpoſe likewyſe it ſhal fall, 
To preſſe the Vertue that it may not ryſe, 
As Dronekenneſſe good Fellowſhip to call. 
The frendly Foe, with his faire double Face, 
Say he is gentle, and curties therwithall, 
Affirme that favill hath a goodly Grace 
In Eloquence ; and Crueltie to name, 
Zeal of Juftice, aad change in Time and Place, 
And he that ſuffereth Offence without Blame, 
Call him pitiefull, and him true and playne, 
That ſayleth recheleſſe unto eche Man's ſhame. 
Say he is rude that cannot ly and fayne, 
The Lecher a Lover, and Tyranny 
To be right of a Princes Raygne. 
I cannot, I, no, no, it will not be. 
This is the Cauſe that I could never yet 


ps on their Sleves, that weigh (as thou maiſt ſee) 
A 5 


ippe of Chaunce more then a Pounde of Wit, 
This maketh me at Home to Hunt and Haucke, 
And in foule Weather at my Booke to fir ; 5 
Inu Froſt and Snow, then with my Bowe I ſtalke, 
No Man doth marke where fo I ryde or goe ; 
In luſty Leas at Libertie I walke, Sy 
And of theſe Newes I fele, nor weale, nor woe, 
Save that a Clogge doth hang ar 5 my Hele; 
red ſo, ” 


That I may leape both Hedge and Dike full welle 13 
T am not now in France, to udge the Wyne, 


With ſavery Sauce thoſe Delicatcy to feele \ 
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Nor yet in Spayne, where, one muſt him incline, | 
Rather then to be, outwardly to ſeme, | : 
I meddle not with Wities that be fo fine; N e 5 
Nor Flaunders Chere lettes not my Sight ſo deme, e 

Of Blacke and Whyte, nor takes my Wittes away * | 
With Beaſtlines, ſuch do thoſe Beaſtes eſteme , 

Nor I am now, where Truth is geven in Pay, 

For Money, Pryſon, and Treaſon of ſome, 

A common Practiſe, uſed Night and Daye. 

But I am here, in Kent and Chriftendome, 

Among the Muſes, where I reade and Rymey | 

Where, yf thou lift, myne Sony e Poines, to come, 

Thou ſhalr be judge how I do ſpende my Tyme. l 


SOSTRTTRCATRATOUTSAGASS 
N How to uſe the Court, and himſelf t herin. 
T1 Written to Syr Fraunces Brian. 


AF ing Hand, that alway powreth out, 
Had nede to have a bringer in as faſt; (| 


And on the Stone that ſtill Yoth turne about, NY 
2 groweth no Moſſe: Theſe Proverbes yet dolaſt; 

eaſon hath ſet them in ſo ſure a Place, | Fol, XLVIII. 
That length of Veares their Force can never waſt ; a | 


When I remember this, and eke the Caſe, 

Wherin thou ſtandſt, I thought fourthwith to write, \ 8 

(Brian) to Thee, who knowes how great a Grace 

In writing, is to counſaile Man the right. | 

To Thee, therefore, that trottes (till up and downe, 

And never reſtes, but running Day and Night, 

From Realme to Realme, from Citie, Strete, and Towns, 

Why doeſt thou weare thy Body to the Bones? ; 

And mighteſt at home ſlepe in thy Bedde of Downe, 

And drink good Ale, ſo nappy, for the nones. 

Fede thy ſelf Fatte, and heape up Pound by Pound ; 

Lykeſt thou not this? No. Why? for Swines ſo groines 

In Stye, and chaw Doung moulded on the Ground, 

And drivell on Pearles, with Head ſtill in the Manger; 

So of the Harpe the Aﬀe doth hear the Sounde, 

So Sackes of Durt be filed. The neat Courtier 

So ſerves for leſſe than do theſe fatted Swine. 

Though Ine lean and dry, withouten Meiſter, ES 

Yet will Ierve my Prince, my Lorde, and thine ; 

And let them live to feede the Paunch that lift, 

So I may live to feede both me and myne. e 

By God, wel ſaid, but what, and if thou wiſt, 
How to bring in as faſt as thou doeſt ſpende. 


* 
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oe 
That would I learne, ad it ſhal not be miſt, 


17 g To tell the how, now harke what I intende.. a Lai 
1 Thou knoweft well firſt, whoſo can ſeeke to pleaſe, Els | No, 
Shal purchaſe Frendes, where Trouth ſhal but offend. | Wo 
Flee therfore Trouth, it is both Welth and Eaſe : Ws in Ch: 
For though that Trouth of every Man hath Praiſe, . Ne; 
Full neare that Wynde goth Trouth in great miſeaſe. Sho 
Uſe Vertue, as it goeth now a Days, 420 | Nay 
In Word alone, to make thy Language ſweete ; | 2 Con 
And of thy Dede, yet do not as hos GE | Wit 
Els be thou ſure, thou ſhalt be farre unmeete 85 And 
To Bet thy Bread, eche Thing is now ſo skant. | | And 
Seeke ſtill thy Profit upon thy bare Feete; * Ps | In t. 
Lend in no wiſe, for fear that thou do want, : And 
Unlefle yet be, as to a Calfe a Cheſe ; - By F | 
But if thou can, be-ſure to winne a Cant, y 5 _ 
Of halfe at leaſt, it is not good to leeſe. | | | IE 
Learne at the Ladde, that in a long white Coate - - | 
From under the Stall, withouten Land or Fee, ; | | 
Hath lept into the Shop, who knowes by rote _ 


This Rule that I have told Thee here before. 
Sometime alſo rich Age beginnes to dote, 
See thou when there thy Gaine may be the more, 
Stay him by the Arme where fo he walke or goe. 
Be nere alway, and if he cough ſo ſore, | 
What he hath ſpit, tread out, and pleaſe him ſo; 
A diligent Knave that pykes his Maiſters Purſe, - 
May pleaſe him ſo, that he withouten mo, 
Executor is. And what is he the worſe 2 
But if ſo chaunce, thou get nought of the Man, 
The Widow may for al thy Paine disburſe; 
'  Ariveled Skinne, a ftinking Breath, what than? 
A toothleſſe Mouth ſhal do _ Lippes no Harme. 
| The Gold is good, and though ſhe curſe or banne, 
| Let where thou liſt thou maiſt ly good and warme; 
| Let the olde Mule byte upon the Brydle, 
| - Whilſt there do lye a ſweter in thine Ame. 
In this alſo ſee that thou be not ydle, D 
Thy Nece, thy Coſin, Siſter, or thy Daughter, 
If ſhe be Faire, if Hanſome, be her Middle, 
If thy Better hath her Love beſought her, 
- Avaunce his Cauſe, and he ſhal help thy neede ; 
It is but Love, trane thou it to a Laughter, , 
But wary, I ſay, ſo Golde Thee help and ſpede, ; 
_* © That in this Caſe thou be not ſo unwiſe, © 
As Pander was in ſuch a like Dede; 3 
For he, the Foole! of Conſcience was fo nyce, 
That he no Gaine would have for all his Pain: | 
Be next thy ſelfe, for Frindſhip beares no Price. 4d 
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 Toucheth the Centre of the Earth, | 
And theſe be caled the Poles, deſcrib'd by Starres not bright, 


Which of Water no rEarth, of Aire nor Fire have kinde, _ 


and 8 O N EFT E S. 1 


Laugheſt thou at me, Why ? do I ſpeake in vaine ? 


No, not at thee, but at thy Thrifty Jeſt ; 
Wouldeſt thou, I ſhould for any Loſſe or Gayne, 
Change that for Golde, that I have tane for beſt, 
Next godly Thinges, to have an honeſt Name:? 


Should I leaye that, then take me for a Beaft. 


Nay, then farewell, and if thou care for Shame, 
Content Thee then with honeft Povertie ; 
With free Tong, what Thee miflikes, to blame, 
And for thy Truth, ſometime Adverſitie. | 
And therwithal this Gift I ſhal Thee give, „ Bo EI. 
In this World now litle Proſperitie, ny EE = 
And quoyne to kepe, as Water in a Sive. 
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The Song of "LE unfiniſhed. 0 


HEN Dido feaſted firſt the wing Trojan Knight, 
Whom Amos Wrath, with Stormes did force in Libik ſandes to 


That mighti Itlas taught, the Supper lefting longe, ' Clighte, 


With criſped Lockes on holden Harpe, Iopas ſang in Song: 

That ſame (quod he) that we, the World, do call and name, 

Of Heaven and Earth, with al Contentes, it is the very frame. 

Of thus, of heavenly Powers, by more Power kept in one 

Repugnant Kindes, in middes of whom, the Earth hath Place alone. 
Firme, rounde, of Livinges the Mother, Place and Nourlſe, 
Without thee, which, in equal Weight, this Heaven doth hold his Courſes 
And it is caled by Name, the firſt and moving Heaven, | 

The Firmament is placed next, conteininge other Seven; 

Of heavenly Powers that ſame is planted full and thicke, 


As ſhining Lights, which we cal Starres, that therin clave Ind ſticke, 


de ſwift Sway the firſt, and with his reſtles ſours,, 
Carieth it ſelfe, and all thaſe Eight, in even continuall Cours. 7 


And of this World fo rounde, within that rolling Caſe, | 


Two Points there be that never move, but firmly kepe their Place, 
The one we ſee alway, the tother ſtandes object | 
Againſtthe ſame, dividing juſt the Ground by Line direct; 
Whiche by Ymaginacion, drawne from the one to th'other, of 
for Way there is none other ; 


Artike the one Northward we ſee, Antartike the other hight; 
The Line that we deviſe from th'one to th'othed.fo, * 
As Axel is, upon the which the Heavens about do go; 


* 


Therefore the Subſtance of thoſe ſame were hard for Man to find: 
But they bee uncorrupt, ſimple and pure, unmixt,. 
And ſo we ſay bee al thoſe Starres that in the ſame be fixt. | 
| e : And 
a \ 
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And eke thoſe erring Seven, in Circle as they ſtraye, 

So caled, becauſe againſt the firſt they have repugnant Way. 
And ſmaller . too, ſcant ſenſible twodan, 
Too buſy Worke fox-my poore Harpe, let ſing them he that can. 
The wideſt, ſaye the firſt, of all theſe Nine above, . 


One Hundereth Vere doth aske of ſpace, for one Degree to move : 


Of which Degrees we make in the firſt movinge Heaven, 
Three Hundred and Threeſcore in Partes, juſtly divided even. 
And yet there is another betwene thoſe Heavens, two, 
Whoſe moving is ſo ſlye, fo ſlacke: I name it not for now. 
The ſeventh Heaven, or the Shell, next to the Starry Skye, 
All thoſe Degrees that gathereth up, with aged Pace ſo ſlye, 
And doth perfourme the Hive, as Elders count hath bene, 


In Nine and Twentie Yeares complete, and Dayes almoſt Sixtene, 


Doth carye in his bought the Starre of Saturne olde, 


A Threatner of all livinge Thinges, with Drought and with his Colde. 
The Sixt, whom this conteines, doth ſtalke with younger pace, 
And in Twelve Vere doth ſomewhat more then th others Viage was; 


And this in it doth beare the Starre of Fove beninge, 
Twene Saturnes Malice, and us Men,  frendly defending Signe. 
The Fift beares bloody Mars, that in Three Hundred Dayes, 


And twiſe Eleven, with one full Yere, hath finiſht al thoſe W ayes ; 


A Yere doth aske the Fourth, and Howers therto Sixe, 
And in the ſame the Daies Eye, the Sunne therin he ſtickes. 
The Third, that governed is by that, that governes me, 
And Love for Love, and for no. Love provokes, as oft we ſee, 
In like Space doth perfourme the Courſe, that did the tother: 
So doth the next unto the ſame, the Seconde is in order. 
But ir doth beare the Starre, that caled is Mercury, | 
That many a crafty, ſecret Steppe doth treade, as Calcars try; 
That Skye is laſt, and fixt next us, thoſe Weies hath gone, 


In Seven and Twenty. common Dayes, and eke the Third of one; 


And beareth with his ſway the divers Moone about ; 


Now bright, now brown, now bent, now full, and now her Light is out. 


Thus have they, of their own two Movings, al theſe Seven, 
One wherein they be caried ſtill, eche in his ſeveral Heaven: 
Another of themſelves, where theire Bodies be layde 
In By-waies, and in leſſer Roundes, as J afore have ſayde. 
Save of them al, the Sunne,doth ſtray leaſt from the ſtreight; 


The Starry Skye hath but one Courſe, that we have caled the Ei 


And al theſe Movinges Eight are ment from Weſt to Eaſt, | 
Although they ſeeme to clyme aloft, I ſay, from Eaſt to Weſt ; 
Bat that is but by Force of their firſt moving Skye, | 


In twiſe Twelve Howers from Eaſt to Eaſt that carieth them by and by; 


But marke me well alſo, the moving of theſe Seven. 
Be not about the Exel Tree of the firſt moving Heaven. 
For they have their two Poles directly one to the other, &#c, 


Sr T.WTATE the Elder, 
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